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THE LESSON OF THE,DE YOUNG BUSINESS. 


LL our Esteemed Contemporaries have 
been using the very disreputable San 
Francisco attempt at murder to point a 

moral. It is remarkable how exceedingly vir- 
tuous and pious they become when the oppor- 
tunity offers of filling their columns with the 
details of such events. 

The editorials read very much as if butter 
would have considerable difficulty in melting 
in the mouths of the writers. 

It is but right. that Puck should also be in 
the fashion and give his views on the all-im- 
portant principles established by Mr. De 
Young’s target practice on the Rev. T. H. 
Kalloch’s person, and Mr, Denis Kearney’s 
Rienzi-like dealing with the mob. 

Oh, Yes! Puck has learned several valuable 
lessons from this California excitement. 

* It has taught us that a bullet fired from a six 
or seven shooter at a distance ~ ee or three 
feet from an ordinary specimen of humanity is 
likely to find its way through the body of 
such an individual. . 
It has taught us that if pot takes it into his 
head to call kettle black, pot ought not to 
ble at being referred to as “sable as 
bus” by the kettle, and that neither ought 
to get his back up in consequence, 

We have further learned that bad language, 
as applied to political opponents, may prove 
one of the best passports to distinction as a 
peace-maker and a pourer of oil upon the 
troubled waters. Surely Denis Kearney ought 
to feel the proudest man in creation or Cali- 
forina—much the same thing. 

No longer, with the example of Kearney be- 














fore us, shall we have any difficulty in finding 
names for objectionable politicians. 

Our political influence so far from being less- 
ened will be strengthened thereby. 

Of the Presiden 
to Mr, Blaine, as a moon-eyed, pig-tailed leper, 
who cut his grandmother’s throat with a lump 
of chalk and poisoned her with a gingham 
umbrella. Mr, Tilden may appropriately be 
termed a double-distilled barreler of filthy 
lucre, a systematic burglar, a ring-tailed pirate, 
whose manifest destiny is a sanguinary pande- 
monium or double-bedded alcove in the bot- 
tomless pit. Our campaign description of Mr. 
Evarts would be something like the following: 
A linguistical gabber and knock-kneed ricketty 
reprobate whose cannibal-like proclivities and 
hideous midnight orgies have rendered him an 
unfit companion for any creature short of a fash- 
ionable Zulu street-sweeping imp. 

We could multiply examples, but we think 
the above enough for the present. 








THE 
SAVANNAH BENEVOLENT ASSOCIATION. 


N Puck of August 6th we politely hinted 
to the Savannah Benevolent Association 
of Savannah, Georgia, that it would over- 

whelm us with delight if its officers would fur- 
nish us with a balance sheet of the society, in 
order that we might have the satisfaction of 
judging for ourselves of the manner in which 
they have administered the funds. Strange as 
it may appear, the Savannah Benevolent Asso- 
ciation has not responded, but there may be 
very good reasons for its silence, 

Perhaps President A. is at Saratoga, bracing 
up his system on Congress water for his arduous 
winter duties in connection with the Society. 
Treasurer B. is doubtless seeking for the same 
reason the seclusion that Cape May grants, 
while Alderman This, Ex-Mayor That and Di- 
rector Other, all shining lights of the Associa- 
tion are probably, in the unfortunate city of 
Memphis, offering their valuable services spirit- 
ual and monetary to its fever-stricken citizens. 

But, after all, these excellent gentlemen may 
be at none of these places. Since our article, 
on the subject, it has possibly dawned on them 
that the desire of the contributors to the 
Savannah Benevolent Association, to have a 
little memorandum in the way of a balance- 
sheet, was not so very unreasonable; and after 
so many years have elapsed, they are devoting 
their energies, with the assistance of the avail- 
able accountant talent in Savannah, to wading 
through the accumulation of figures, and licking 
into order and shape that which must neces- 
sarily ‘bea specimen of chaos which would 
compare favorably with that article prior to 
the yéar one. 

No news is said to be good news; and it is 
this good news, viz: the preparation and dis- 
patch of the balance-sheet that we hanker after. 

We don’t want to hurry the S. B. A. in its 

calculations; they might make errors in adding 
up. Nor do we desire to cause it to feel nerv- 
ous or uncomfortable. We wouldn’t do that 
for worlds, for it is Puck’s aim to win its esteem, 
regard and friendship; but we should so very 
much like to have some preliminary statements 
and columns of figures in the course of next 
week, if quite convenient. 
We are very much opposed to personalities 
in journalism, We prefer referring to indi- 
viduals in general terms rather than in parti- 
cular ones; but unless the Savannah Benevolent 
Association hurries up with its explanations, 
we shall be inclined to overcome our prejudices 
and allow ourselves to be persuaded to rush 
into print-with all we know about the rather 
erratic policy and proceedings of the Savannah 
Benevolent Association and its eccentric 
officers. 








candidates we shall refer. 





Purkerings. 





WESTON ought to enter for a talking match, 





Mr. FiEtp calls Mr. Tilden “that dreadful 
de jure person,” 





Fai purchasing has begun. 


‘It is now the 
season to bivalve, ’ 





LITERARY NEWS—Peter Cooper’s new story 
will soon be commenced. 





Mr. WEsTon’s unquestionable valor appears 
to be unmarried—that is, if discretion is the 
better-half of valor. 





THE latest is the Reverend Joseph Thomp- 
son, late of the Broadway Tabernacle. A 
soprano took him in. 





First of September—shooting season. Irish 
landlords are said to be plump and otherwise 
in fine condition. 





THE Sun says that General B. F. Butler is 
sensitive on the subject of spoons. So are the 
citizens of New Orleans. 





From Mr. Vanderbilt’s evidence before the 
Railroad Committee, it would seem that the 
Harlem Road is the milky way. 





THe head drummer of Brannigaa’s Band 
has departed this life. His associates speak in 
affectionate terms of the “dead beat.” 





A PERSON who still makes jokes about Pina- 
fore says that the tenor of the latest news about 
the Reverend Thompson is trebly base—alto- 
gether. 





THE Fall, with equal hand, 
Garners in plenteous sheaves 
The maple’s ruby leaves 

And straw-hats of the broker bland. 





THE Prince of Wales, it is said, has recently 
taken to American whiskey. Being generally 
quite full of that article he is addressed as: 
“Your Ryeness.”’ 





WE don’t want to hurt the feelings of our 
extremely and excessively Esteemed Contemp- 
orary, the Suz; but we scarcely think that, by 
next week, there will be enough police com- 
missioners left to sympathize with. 





Wuo says fashionable society has deserted 
the city? Messrs. Chandler Robbins, E. P. 
Weston, S. J. Tilden, Charles Rowell, Ruther- 
ford Stuyvesant and B. Lower Brown are regis- 
tered at the various New York hotels. 





One of the far Western papers, with many 
apologies for the introduction of a name so 
unfamiliar to the public at large, nominates 
for the Presidency an individual by the name 
of Rutherford B. Hayes. Further particulars 
anxiously awaited. 





ConkKLING, Evarts, Blaine and the rest of the 
embryo Presidential candidates ought to club 
together and get up a purse big enough to in- 
duce the wandering Ulysses. to come back to 
this country. He would be a much less formid- 
able rival if he were within easier range of 
Bourbon County, Kentucky. 








NOTICE. 


—-+o—_ 
Numbers 1, 2, 4, 5, 9, 10, 18, 14, 22, 25, 26, 
40 and 47 of Puck will be hought at this office, 21 & 
23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy. 
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CROOKEDNESS IN CALVARY. 


HERE are to be heard all over the land 
the mutterings of an approaching storm 
against the Roman Catholic Church; many 
of the priests of that faith, born or reared in 

American ideas of freedom and fair-dealing, 
are at loggerheads with the higher dignitaries 
of the Church over their conduct of what may be 
called its secular affairs, and wisely foresee 
that the success of the Church on American 
soil depends upon its being fair and above- 
board, and abreast with the progress and en- 
lightenment of the times. 

The rows in the Scranton diocese; the scan- 
dals with which Archbishop Purcell’s name will 
be forever associated, the interference in burials 
by the vicars-general of New York and Phila- 
delphia have aroused a feeling of inquiry, suc- 
ceeded by one of indignation, as to the con- 
duct of the Church in these and other matters. 
The American people don’t care how the peo- 
ple of a Faith conduct their worship; whether 
in gold tinsel and watered silk, or in black 
broad-cloth; whether before an altar brilliant 
with many wax candles, or behind a pulpit 
with a glass of water and a bouquet upon it. 
This is a free country, and religion is as free 
as anything elce in it. 

Please yourself, brethren: but while you 
worship the God who said ‘Thou shalt not 
steal,” don’t, even by indirection, break that 
commandment. When the recent Mr. Coppers 
paid his dollars for a plot in Calvary it was 
understood, naturally, that he purchased the 
ground as a place of sepulture; but when he 
died, it seems there was a mental reservation 
on the part of the individual receiving the 
money, and though he has gotten his dollars 
he refuses to deliver over the land for the pur- 
pose for which it was bought. Because Mr. 
Coppers was a Free Mason; yet when the dol- 
lars of Coppers were grabbed by the Church 
he merely received a deed for his plot, and no 
word of proviso as to his Masonry was ever 
hinted at. Which is a very mean way of trans- 
acting the real estate business; Mr. Coppers 
kept his part of the bargain, by paying the 
money asked ;—it is hoped the Church will be 
made to keep ##s part. 

But what a humbug the whole affair is! And 
that’s why Puck notices it. What harm can 
the dead body of an ex-Free Mason do to the 
bodies of several thousand non-Free Masons 
that surround it? Is it believed that their 
bones rattle in indignation at the interring 
among them of a former disciple of Jubela- 
Jubelo-Jubelum? To many minds the high 
services of the Catholic Church appear to be 
mummeries as much as do the pranks of the 
Masons; in fact both are held to be relics of 
Middle Age ‘“‘mysteries,” and if the outside 
public doesn’t interfere with them, they ought 
to tolerate each other—at least after death. 

’ And, anyhow, the Church is so deadly in its 
hostility to the F. and A. M.’s that it seems 
absurd it refuses to bury ’em. One would think 
it would only be too glad to bury the whole 
jing-bang of them, free, gratis, for nothing. 

It is suggested that the Church cannot 
stomach, even in its cemeteries, a member of 
a secret society. Where, then, are the dark 
and secret Jesuits buried when they die? In 
the world’s history, how do the Masons stand 
for power and secrecy beside the society which 
Ignatius Loyola organized? And the Jesuits 
are as secret from the great body of other 
Catholic priests and prelates, as they are from 
a Methodist camp-meeting. Secrecy evidently 
has nothing, then, to do with the exclusion of 
Masons from sepulture in a Catholic cemetery; 
and this exclusion must, therefore, be set down 
to prejudice. 

Nurse your prejudice, your Eminence and 
your Grace, if you please; but don’t take a 





man’s money on false pretenses. It’s un-Ameri- 
can; and when the Catholic Church in this 
country tries to set up its prejudices against 
the laws of the land it will put a great stumbling 
block in its own path of progress. 

In Church affairs be as Roman as you please; 
but in business matters be as American as pos- 
sible. 








THE POLITICAL TEETOTUM OF 
CALIFORNIA. ° 


HE Pacific Slope has given us many things 
for which we do not devoutly return 
thanks, and one of those things is Dinnis 

Kearney. He is an offense in the nostrils of 
men of ordinary decency; and if Vicar-General 
Quin had refused him burial in Calvary, we 
should have thought there were hygienic laws 
for such action on the V-G’s part. 

But somehow in California they seem to fancy 
Dinnis: his style of rhetoric seems to please the 
’Friscans; they probably get to windward of 
him when he fires off a speech. Thus for 
many months past he has been stirring up a 
political party to seize, at the polls, the reins 
of California, and run the machine. 

We say, at the polls, for that is what Dinnis 
proposes; though he has never ceased to tell 
his hearers that he and they would wade 
through rivers of gore, if necessary to gain 
their ends. Imitating this leader’s choice 
language, stump-orators and editors have been 
cultivating all the cast-out scurrility of the 
slums, until suddenly the revolver opens its 
iron jaws and murder is nearly done. This 
was the situation when Kearney was sent for to 
head the multitude which was getting ready to 
lynch the assassin, and go gore-wading, gen- 
erally. 

But though Dinnis had raised the whirlwind, 
he commenced to shiver in his hickory shirt, 
when he heard his whirlwind howling about 
him. Then he went in for “sweet Peace!” 
He wanted his feller-citizens to obey the laws. 
He didn’t want any bullud in his’n; and 
generally he acted like a very tame and law- 
abiding citizen. He was quite as mild as the 
other Dinnis recorded in the “ History of the 
Gordon Riots” (London: C. Dickens), who, 
when the trouble came home to himself and 
was personal, didn’t want to be “‘ worked off” 
at all, individually. 

Our Dinnis builded worse than he knew. 
The demagogue who excites men’s angry pas- 
sions should be leader.enough to control them; 
and though Dinnis may claim that Ae did, an 
observant world will fancy that the mob in 
Frisco was rather quelled by the military under 
arms, the police on duty, and the ball-cartridges 
at the Benecia arsenal, than by any taffy from 
Dinnis. 

It was a dead give away on the part of D.K.; 
and the public will hardly fear any gore being 
waded through under his leadership. 

And to the workingmen—the men who work 
—in California we would suggest that when the 
excitement of recent events has in some degree 
subsided, they should not select a leader whose 
whole force is in his foul language, by which he 
has incited law-abiding citizens on both sides 
into the filthiest and most disgraceful political 
campaign in American history; but rather 
select a man with some of the elements of 
leadership in him, and whose mouth won’t 
have to be swabbed out after every sentence 
which he utters. 








Tue English war department desires to ex- 
plore T: e’s mouth, in expectation of find- 
ing therein the instrument with which Samson 
slew his thousands. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


CIII. 


SOCIAL RIVALRIES AT 
SUMMER RESORTS. 

Ya-as, and aw, by 
the way, befaw I 
make any furthah 
wemarks, I wish the 
aw pwintahs who put 
into type my ideahs 
wouldn’t make such 
b-b-blundahs. I 
don’t like it, ‘pon 
my soul, faw everwy 
fellaw ought to be able to wite wespectable 
English, ye know. 

There is a peculiarwity he-ah in the stwong 
feeling of wivalwy which exists among the we- 
sidents of the differwent towns and villages in 
this blawsted contwy. 

A fellaw, ye see, cahn’t help noticing it, es- 
pecially when he stwolls in, or lolls about, the 
dwawing-wooms at the Amerwican summah we- 
sorts. I mean that this curwious quality ex- 
hibits itself in an amusing aw highly widiculous 
degwee in the female population of the var- 
wious cities and wegions—much maw so than 
in husbands, fathahs, bwothahs or othah des- 
cwiptions of male humanity. Everwy collection 
of two or thrwee houses he-ah is dignified by 
some high-sounding name, and the aw place is 
invarwiably celebwated faw something. 

Boston pwides itself on being the seat of 
learning and literwature. Philadelphia on its 
families pwetending to be able to twace their 
descent fwom some wonderfully wemote and 
gwand ancestwy. Baltimore on the beauty of 
its female cweatures and its weal arwistocwats. 
Cincinnati—aw some place out West, I believe 
—faw its wemarkable bweed of p-p-pigs. 





Now, pwide about these mattahs is all very 


well, if the towns had weally achieved any de- 
scwiption of distinction in the things they 
boast of. These wemarks do not apply to Cin- 
cinnati, which has, I am informed, achieved a 
wemarkable superwiorwity in swine. 

I don’t so much mind the men making asses 
of themselves by their talk about the wonder- 
ful charwacterwistics of their cities, but when 
it comes to the women, I weally cannot help 
laughing almost immoderwately. 

The female delegation fwom each locality 
generwally keeps to itself at these summah we- 
sorts. The Philadelphia women wemain in one 
cornah of the woom, the Boston women in an- 
othah cornah, where they cwiticise the dwess 
and appearwance of the New York or Balti- 
more females, as the case may be. 

A Philadelphia cweature, in ordah to show 
how much maw wefined she is than her New 
York sistah, will suddenly sit down to the piano 
and wattle off, in an inferwiah mannah, a song, 
without having pweviously been invited to do 
so, and then glare wound the woom at the New 
Yorkahs, who, although arwayed in a wathah 
liberwal supply of diamonds, appe-ah to me to 
be often much bettah form and style than the 
membahs of the softah sex fwom othah cities. 

Then the Bostonian will leave Fwench, Ital- 
ian and Gweek literwature lying about, and she 
will take verwy good care to let everwybody see 
it, that one may wondah at her erwudition, 
which Jack says is warely anything maw than a 
meah pwetense of extwaordinarwy culchah. 

She, too, will waise her nose at a New Yorkah 
indulging the continual perwusal of womances 
and light storwies, which I considah eminently 
pwopah weading for women generwally. 

Aw at home we have no twouble about any 
pwovincial people. Nobody in our set is pwo- 
vincial, although he may live in the pwovinces. 
London, ye see, is the corwect standard, and 
no fellah evah cares about making comparwi- 
sons with society in any othah city aw. 
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MY FIRST LOVE. 


H! could some magic power resus- 

citate those glorious afternoons! 

Ben Butler might have envied us, 
We were such very precious spoons. 





She was indeed divinely fair, 
With waist particularly slender; 
I oft heard Shnitchikoff declare, 
With tears, she was a Russian bender! 


Of course you know of whom I gos- ss 
sip thus, our wine and walnuts over? 

You don’t? Then, by the great Jehos- 
ophat, that beats a seven-leaved clover! 


Why, surely, Brown, you can’t forget 
That picnic, eh, on Coney Island? 
When all of us got jolly wet, 
Although we never left the dry land? 


And little Jinks got very tight, 

Through mixing sherry-cobs. and brandy, 
And wanted every one to fight, 

With anything that came in handy? 


And Jake—poor Jake!—you mind him, Bill? 
He passed his checks in shortly after— 
What songs he sang! what jokes! until 
We wriggled in the sand with laughter. 


And She—my own, my love, my pet! 
The goddess of my adoration! 

Her eyes alone might drive, you bet, 
Saint Anthony to desperation. 


And then her hair, a wealth of gold, 

More precious than an empire’s ransom, 
And other beauties manifold, 

Which made her just too awfly handsome. 


She called me, too, her little hub; 

She did, indeed; t’was pleasant—very; 
I called er little wife— (I'll troub- 

le you, old man, to pass the sherry). 


And—what? her name? Belinda Reid? 
No; she was quite a different lot in; 

Her name, you ask? May I be d’d! 
Blessed if I haven’t clean forgotten!! 


JOHN FRASER. 








GALLIC GUMDROPS. 


ADAPTED TO THE AMERICAN TASTE. 


‘* PERSEVERANCE is the tenth muse,” says a 
writer. 
Gall is the eleventh. 





“*GoinG to the sea-shore at this time! 
you’ll get frozen!’’ 

** Not a bit, my dear—I’ve had my bathing- 
suit trimmed with fur.” 


Why 





“ Wuy, I thought you were dead!” 

“So I am, my boy, so Iam. But on fine 
days like this, y’ know, the Greenwood autho- 
rities let me out for an airing—that’s all. Ta ta! 
Have to be back by ten o’clock.” 





“« PRISONER, what is your profession ?” 

** Now, old man, don’t you know ?” 

“ ANSWER THE CouRT!” 

“Well, boss, my working capital is largely, 
so to speak, invested in the wallet and i 
time-piece line of business.” a 


Guest [vivaciously|—‘‘Waiter, are you going 
to bring me my dinner; ’pon me soul, it’s out- 
rageous!’’ 

WalItTER [tranguilly]|—‘‘ John Kelly don’t 
seem to do you fellows no good. You need 
discipline, that’s what you need. 





‘‘|’vE a new thing—a big thing!” he suid: 
‘I’m going to get up a matrimonial agency!’’ 

‘The scheme is venerable,” said a cold- 
hearted bystander. 

‘‘Not on my plan!” was~his proud reply: 
***All goods not satisfactory cheerfully and 
promptly exchanged.’ ”’ 





‘* Five dollars for certificating a man!’’ said 
the hayseed bridegroom; ‘‘ can’t you do it no 
cheaper ’n that ?” 

‘* Not a vermilion centime,” replied the gen- 
tleman who made a specialty of uniting hearts. 

‘* Come, now, say four ’n’ a haff—’n’ I'll give 
you my custom regular—I will, by gee!’’ 





*Twas in the gilded halls of Pharaoh. 

“I thought you had sworn off playing ?” 

“Well, soihad, soihad. Fact is, I struck 
such a fearful run of luck last week that I 
thought I might as well work it out before I 
retired.” 

‘*What? Been breaking the bank ?” 

‘“*No. Just buried my mother-in-law.” 





His biggest tooth had just been pulled; and 
when he went out he calmly handed it to the 
ivory-lifter. 


“Ten dollars, if you please,” said the 
forcepist. 
“Two dollars change, you mean,” sweetly 


responded the victim.” You filled that masti- 
cator with ten dollars worth of raw coinage two 
months ago; and if you haven’t cheated me, 
it’s there yet.” 





The service was over, and the heavy doors of 
the church closed one by one, their clang awak- 
ing sonorous echos throughout the vast nave. 
Alone, in the dark shadow of a pillar, one 
devotee still knelt, her fair head bowed upon 
her hands, her slim and shapely figure convulsed 
from time to time by stifled sobs. At last the 
sexton approached her and softly touched her 
shoulder. 

“‘ We are going to close the church,” he said, 
gently. 

‘I know it,” she murmured, without lifting 
her head: “give me time for one little prayer 
more—one little two-by-nine prayer, and I'll 
skip.” 





SMITHINGTON’s wife is not kind in double 
harness, and not suitable for a gentleman to 
drive. Smithington was talking to Potts about 
the way people went on—and off nowadays. 

‘* What would you do,” said Potts, who was 
strong on the pistol theory, ‘if some other 
fellow ran away with your own wife? Excuse 
the illustration; but I want to bring it home to 
you.” 

‘*T shouldn’t hesitate an instant,’ Smithing- 
ton responded. 

‘* You’d kill her?” 

**No, sir; I think I should refrain from un- 
manly violence.” 

** You'd kill yourself?” 

‘* Like never mind I would!” 

‘* Well, what should you do then ?” 

‘* Make friends with the victim right off, and 
give him some substantial testimony of my 
esteem. Only begad, if I ever invited him to 





“dinner, he should come alone.” 














SOOTHING "EM TO SLUMBERS SWEET, 


[See Cartoon on first page.} 


T was urged, both for and against Gene- 
ral Grant, when he was first nominated for 
the Presidency, that he was not a profes- 

sional politician or an experienced diplomatist. 
But he made good use of his first four years in 
the Presidential chair, as the late Mr. Greeley 
found out very much to his cost; and he seems 
to have added greatly to his political astuteness 
during his second term and during his confab 
with the big-wigs abroad. 

This is nowhere made more patent to the 
eyes of those who watch the tide of politics, 
than in the way he, on the other side of the 
world, is managing his campaign for a Third 
Term in these United States. 

The “ Sphinx” (as he is sometimes called) 
has never shown his hand; in which, and in 
holding his tongue, he has been very like the 
old original Sphinx dear to the eyes of Eastern 
tourists. But an enemy whose work is in the 
dark is doubly feared, so at last the living 
Sphinx has seen fit to open his mouth, and with 
soft breathings to woo those who had feared 
him into a peaceful, soul-resting sleep. He has 
spoken to Li-Hung such sweet and bashful 
words that when they are cabled to this coun- 
try, at once Messrs, Blaine, Conkling, Washburne 
and the rest of the Republican aspirants to the 
Presidency sink into slumbers soft and sweet. 

What fear has Conkling of Blaine; or Blaine 
of Evarts; or Evarts of Washburne ?—and so on, 
along the whole merry-go-round. Blaine can 
smash Conkling with Narragansett Pier; while 
Conkling can lay out Blaine with a fusillade of 
the “‘ Mulligan letters.” None of the would-be 
candidates are afraid of each other, but they 
have all been afraid of that great name— 
Grant. If he wanted a Third Term, what 
would—what coud the pigmies do to oppose 
him? Now, however, that he has “‘had all the 
honors;” now that “ there are other men who 
have fairly earned the Presidency and should 
have it;” now that Grant is’ going into the 
canal business, Washburne and Evarts and Blaine 
and Conkling can fall asleep with their fine 
eyes fixed on the White House. 

There'll be a funny pow-wow when the 
awakening comes; when some Buckingham 
forces the Third Term crown upon the brow 
that had declined it; but it will be all right in 
the end, for there are plenty of fat offices; and 
if there are not enough to go around, are we not 
an inventive people, and can’t we make them? 

Meanwhile let the candidates dream pleasant 
dreams of future glory; let them feel confident 
that in the coming campaign the great Grant 
gun will not be used against them. Sleep, dar- 
lings, sleep! Lullaby, lullaby! Slumber while 
you may, for the long roll, “To arms!” will 
sound in your ears soon enough. 








SOCIAL HORRORS—No. 2. 
THE SELFISH MAN. 





“ Hurry up, Maria—you women are always 
making a man miss the train!” 
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PUCK, 
TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 


PART IV. 












nd now behold our airy hero hurled 
Upon a cold, unsympathetic world. 
[You see, our metre’s undergone a change. 
We love through fields of poetry to range. ] 
He wandered lonely, and he wandered far; 
’Neath burning suns or ’neath the evening star. 
Last, in a country town, his weary feet 
Trotted along a small, secluded street, 











f } Wherein his stomach whispered him to stop 
At the well-filled window of a baker’s shop; 





This is the tumble that the maiden took. 


Our hero went off on his own sweet hook. : : ‘ 
. = He does not eat it—but, oh, dire mishap! 


He sets his foot within a cruel trap. 

















Which window he did enter, and did raid, 
The while the hapless baker stood dismayed. 








But here’s the way that Justice, stern and blind, 
O’ertook the Simian scoundrel from behind. 





And loud he wails, and brings into that back- 
Yard the old man, who bears a mighty sack. 














He saved the pretzels; but the cobbler’s boy 
Munched on the ravished buns with avid joy. 


For what to do that baker did not know, 
His fairy fingers being clogged with dough: 
While Troddledums four pretzels convolute 
Stuck on his tail, and one bun on each foot; 





Upon his face he wears a fiendish grin; 
He takes the sack and stows our hero in. 











Then Troddledums met a tramp who relished much 
Pretzels, and reached out for them with his crutch. 





And skipped. The baker finds, as may be seed,* 


His dough can not be called a friend in knead. And with the situation thus he grapples, 


Thinking ’twas Troddledums who stole his apples. 








And three he got, rather for wear the worse; 
But lost one crutch and met with a reverse. 














In this peculiarest of peculiar rigs 
Troddledums meets the elderly Miss Briggs. 








a) Then to his private mansion taketh he 
This victim of enforcéd hos-pi-tal-i-tee. 
PH. teG > 


P ‘ , Now Troddledums leaps a lofty fence of stone 
oy \- * ~ pealacacraenadead apy te To eat in solitude that pat lone. : [More hereafter.] 

















bet on it for a rhyme. 
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ProFEssOR DEEPTHINKER’S SON AND HeE1R TO PRoFESSOR DEEPTHINKER:—Wot am I 
a doin’? I’m a firin’ this off. You're a broodin’ too much, an’ I ain’t goin’ to have no 
loaded pistols round, or else some day you'll be blowin’ yer brains out, and cheatin’ 


mudder an’ me out of yer life-insurance. 








AN ODE. 


SUIRLAND, Alleghany Co., Pa., 
August 26, 1879. 
70 the Editor of Puck—Dear Sir: 
Will you please send me a sample copy of Puck ? 
If you will send me Puck for one year I will contribute 
something to its columns, 


Respectfully, 
H. ELLioT McBRIDE. 


—_—— 


Elliot McBride! 
H. Elliot McBride! 
Let us salute you in all your pride! 
For, so to speak, 
You're the monarch of cheek, 
Before whom Audacity’s self is weak. 
A brass-band’s a baby your brass beside, 
You nervy young person, H. Elliot McBride. 


Who are you, anyway, Elliot McBride? 

Tell us, for we will not be denied, 

What does that ‘“‘H” stand for, Elliot McBride? 
Say, do you come from the boundless west 
Say, do you ever.abase your vest ? 

Does blood in your arteries rise and fall, 
Or are they filled from a fountain of gall? 
A fount inexhaustible, hidden some- 
Where in that land whence drummers come— 
Dry-goods drummers, that terrible lot, 
Created as other men are not, 
Like to the venders of lightning-rods, 
Awful scourge of offended gods, 
Hard dispensation of Providence 
Where do you come from, tell us, whence? 
Ah, shall we ask, and naught ve replied 
By so affable a person as Elliot McBride ? 


Will we, you ask us, Elliot McBride, 
Send you a sample copy—free ? 
We will respond to you, Elliot McBride: 
We think there is small probabilitee 
Of our doing that same, H. Elliot McBride. 
Ten cents and a stamp’ll 
Get you that sample, 
But never a postal-card carelessly shied, 
H. Elliot McBride! 





But that isn’t all of you, Elliot McBride! 
Heliogabalus, Henry, Hal, 
Hamilcar, Higginson, Hannibal, 
, 
Hercules, 
Whatever you please 
To mean by that non-committal letter 
That stands in front of your gorgeous name, 
Were you more specific, ’twould please us better, 
But then, after all, it is much the same— 
And whate’er your ‘‘H.” be, Elliot McBride, 
We but sought your attention to call, 
When beginning our talk, 
To the fact that this isn’t all 
Of you by avery long chalk— 
Of you by a chalk that is long and wide, 
H. Elliot McBride. 


For, Elliot McBride, 
H. Elliot McBride, 
You modestly ask that you be supplied 
With a five-dollar paper for one year. We 
- May remark, this resembles a strike for a V. 
And for that amount you will condescend 
To lend 
The glow of your genius our pages to fill— 
You will! 
Like the place of departed spirits you will! 
You will like the place where spirits are fried, 
Elliot McBride, 
You will like the sea of the sulphur tide, 
H. Elliot McBride! 


Elliot McBride! 
H. Elliot McBride! 
Permit us to say 
In a gentle way 
Soft as the carol of birds that play 
In the whispering trees on a summer’s day— 
As soft as the silence of birds that don’t— 
You won’t. 
For, whate’er may betide, 
Elliot McBride, 
We must refuse 
To use 
The divine out-pourings of your muse — 
A muse unknown; but presumably snide, 
Elliot McBride, 
#7, Elliot McBride. 





NEW DISCOVERIES. 


Mister Puck— 
Venerable Young Sir: 


I have discovered the secret of all popular 
poetry. It consists in a strict adherence to 
truth. Facts, my dear boy, and only facts, are 
what the people want. Nothing trivial or im- 
aginative will answer this practical age. I 
therefore send you the following piece of bril- 
liancy, not a line of which can possibly be dis- 
puted: 

FACTS FOR FACTORIES. 
AN ACROSTIC, 
Peter Piper may a pepper pick 
Under the buttonwood tree. 
Capsicum makes the hair look slick: 
Kangaroos go on a spree. 


Here, you will perceive, is solid truth. You 
may have your doubts about the habits of kan- 
garoos, but I can assure you that no birds so 
much addicted to hops as are the kangaroos 
can easily keep sober. Hops will intoxicate 
the best regulated-families. I don’t want to be 
told that kangaroos ain’t birds. I saw one in 
the Aquarium, where they don’t keep anything 
but birds and fishes, and a kangaroo can’t be a 
fish, can he? 

I have also discovered that there is but one 
brand of five-cent cigars sold in New York. 
For instance, an honest sign in Fulton Street 
says: ‘‘ MAKE NO MISTAKE. OUR FIVE-CENT 
CIGARS ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD.” An- 
other equally trustworthy sign, in another quar- 
ter of the city, says: ‘“‘ EUREKA! ‘THE BEST 
FIVE-CENT CIGARS IN THE WORLD.” 

Still another sign says: ‘Our CaPaDURAS 
ARE THE BEST FIVE-CENT CIGARS IN THE 
woRLD.” ‘Then again I saw a sign as follows: 
‘“HAVE YOU EVER TRIED OUR FIVE-CENT CIGARS? 
THEY ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD.” And 
again: ‘‘Hoop-La! OvR FIVE-CENT CIGARS 
ARE THE BEST IN THE WORLD.” 

In looking around further, I found that all 
the places where five-cent cigars were sold kept 
only the best five-cent cigars in the world. I 
cannot doubt the morality or truthfulness of 
the owners of these signs, so I am led to con- 
clude that there is really but one brand of five- 
cent cigars sold throughout the whole of Mr. 
Kelly’s domain, and that they are the best five- 
cent cigars in the world. 

I have also discovered that if you want to 
borrow sixteen cents of your most intimate 
friend, in order to pay your fare to Newark, he 
will run all over the neighborhood to get 
change for a quarter rather than miss giving 
you the exact amount you happened to call for. 

I have discovered that if you want to borrow 
a thousand dollars of Jones (on a sure thing), 
he invariably asks you why you don’t try Smith, 
If you go to Smith, he asks you why you don’t 
try Jones, : 

I have discovered that Mr. William Shak- 
spere’s Prince of Denmark must have been 
very populous, for the best authorities set him 
down as a good sized hamlet. (This is quite 
new.) 

In the hope that these valuable discoveries 
may be of great benefit to the community, and 
not from any mercenary motives, believe me, 


I am truthfully yours, 
CoLumBus GOLDSMITH. 
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THE GAS-BURNER FIEND. 
WING to a material reduction in the 
price of gas, some months ago, Mr. 
Middlebox’s gas-bill for the last quarter 
was much larger than usual. As paradoxical as 
it may seem, a reduction in the price of ge 
always results in larger gas-bills. Mr. Middle- 
box had just settled his bill under protest, when 
the gas-burner fiend entered his office with an 
easy confident air, and a patent “ electric con- 
cave burner,’’ which he warranted to effect a 
saving of twenty-five per cent in gas, and to 
give ten per cent. more light than any other 
burner in the market. Middlebox listened to 
an enumeration of the merits of the article with 
a willing ear. If the vender had called a day 
earlier, the probabilities are that his reception 
would have been as frigid as Charles Francis 
Adams, and as brief as a poor man’s last will 
and testament. The burners were “only 
twenty-five cents a piece,” and Middlebox: per- 
mitted the fiend to remove the old tips and re- 
place them with the “ electric concave” con- 
cerns. Middlebox smiled a triumphant sort of 
smile when he lit the gas that evening, but it 
weakened somewhat when the “ten per cent 

more light” failed to put in an appearance. 

The next day another vender of burners 
visited Mr. Middlebox. No. 2 had the “ Me- 
_ teoric-Magnetic Burner,” warranted to save not 
only twenty-five per cent more gas than any 
other burner ever introduced, but to give ten 
per cent. more light. 

When the fiend declared that he was not a 
Louisiana politician, Middlebox invested some 
faith in his assertion and some cash in his 
burners. The ‘‘ Electric Concaves”’ were taken 
off and the ‘‘ Meteoric Magnetics” substituted. 
The twenty-five per cent more light than the 
old burners furnished was not perceptible, but 
no doubt it was there, 

Next morning an individual with a red head 
and a green box greeted the vision of Middle- 
box, He was agent for the ‘‘ Triple-Power 
Silver-Tube Gas-Burner,’’ warranted to save 
twenty-five per cent in gas and give ten per 
cent more’ light than any other burner ever 
invented. ‘I have already sold a gross in your 
beautiful town,” he said, with a persuasive 
smile, ‘‘and”—taking an inventory of the 
chandelier—“‘ have only four more left. You 
can have ’em for seventy-five cents—cheap at 
one dollar and a half.” Middlebox took the 
burners without any further inaugural cere- 
monies. If his arithmetic was not at fault, 
he was warranted more light for twenty-five 
cents’ worth of gas than he formerly received 
for one dollar. ‘‘Why,” he mused, “if every 
consumer in town invests in these burners the 
Gas Company will soon become bankrupt; and 
I wish it would! It is nothing but a grinding 
monopoly, anyhow, and I'll lend my aid to 
crush it.” When he lit the gas in the evening 
he was obliged to draw his chair a little closer 
than usual, in order to read his paper. He 
thought something ailed his eyes. It never 
struck him that the fiend might have slightly 
exaggerated the light-producing ability of the 
burners, 

It was evidently a good week for gas-burner 
fiends, for the very next day an olly-tongued 
individual dro in Middlesex’s office with a 
reservoir of volubility and the greatest invention 
of a gas-burner that was ever evolved from the 
brain of man, It was called the ‘‘ Magic-Corona 
Reversible Burner,” and if it wouldn’t save 
twenty-five per cent more gas and give ten 
per cent more light than any other burner 
offered for sale since the discovery of gas as an 
illuminating agent, the money would be cheer- 
fully refunded and the disappointed purchaser 
be presented with ten dollars in gold. And the 
price was only —, cents apiece. Middle- 
box’s mind reverted to the exorbitant gas-bill 


i. 


he had just liquidated, and the ‘‘Magic-Corona- 
Reversibles”” superseded the ‘ Triple-Power 
Silver-Tubes.” 

‘* By Jiminy!” exclaimed the delighted Mid- 
dlebox, after the departure of Fiend No. 4. 
‘Just think of a saving of one hundred per 
cent in gas! Why, at the end of the present 
quarter I shall not owe the company over fifty 
cents!” And his felicity was so great that he 
went around the corner to get a clove to flavor 
his breath. 





He returned, wiping his mouth with the back 
of his hand, and at his office-door he was 
accosted by a male person who immediately 
began expatiating on the wonderful advan- 
tages of the ‘“‘ Mastodon-Concentric-Solar Gas- 
Burner.” He had sold many different burners 
during his eventful career, but the ‘‘Mastodon” 
was vastly superior to anything ever designed 
for the purpose; and he would stake his reputa- 
tion as a truthful, Christian gentleman that it 
would save twenty-five per cent more gas, and 
at the same time give ten per cent more light 
than any other burner in use. 

Middlebox never anticipated anything so 
glorious as this, Here was a saving of 125 per 
cent over the burners he employed less than a 
week ago, to say nothing of fifty per cent more 
light. If figures didn’t lie—(it never occurred 
to him that the “ fiends” might do that very 
thing)—the gas company would owe him seve- 
ral dollars at the end of the quarter, instead of 
his owing the company. And so the “‘ Masto- 
dons” took the place of the ‘‘ Magic-Coronas.” 

Middlebox now calmly awaited the expira- 
tion of the three months, and the advent of 
the gas company’s collector. He couldn't re- 
strain an audible chuckle when he fancied he 
saw the gas-clerk footing up the bill, and 
scratching his head in a puzzled manner, to 
discover how the company was in his (Middle- 


box’s) debt, instead of he owing the company. 
At last the collector called, and Middlebox, 
instead of telling him to “ come around next 
week,” greeted him with a pleasant smile, and 
indifferently asked: ; 

“Well, how much do you want this time?” 

The collector deftly flirted over a handful of 
bills, and threw one down with the remark: 

_“ Here you are—sixteen dollars and thirty- 
eight cents.” 

Middlebox was almost paralyzed. You might 
have read his amazement and surprise fromthe 
expression of his eyes, as—Hamlet, is it not ? 
—remarks, 

“A—a—ain’t—isn’t there some mistake about 
this ?” he gasped, holding the bill with trem- 
bling fingers. 

“No,” replied the collector, with exaspe- 
rating coolness; “the bill is all right. We 
never make a mistake. Gas-metres can’t lie.” 

The amount exceeded that of the previous 
quarter by just three dollars and fourteen cents, 
and as Middlebox paid the bill, he made an 
observation that almost lifted the collector's 
hat off his head. Then he went out and re- 
turned in five minutes with a shot-gun. The 
next move was to take off the Mastodon burn- 
ers and restore the old ones. During this per- 
formance his language was frightful. His dog 
clapped his tail between his legs, scooted out 
of the office, and never returned. He was mad 
—Middlebox, not the dog. 

A few days later a fellow with a closely- 
cropped head waltzed into Middlebox’s office 
and asked if he didn’t want to buy the best 
gas-burner out—the ‘‘ Radiating-Iris-Full-Jew- 
eled—warranted to save””— 

** Will you please give me your name and ad- 
dress ?” interrupted Middlebox, taking up and 
cocking his new shot-gun. 

“Is it—is it material that you should know?” 
asked the fiend, backing towards the door and 
keeping his eye on the gun. 

“Oh, no; not particularly so,” replied Mid- 
dlebox, placing a cap on the nipple; “I 
thought perhaps it would afford your parents 
some satisfaction to know how you died, and 
to have your body forwarded ”— 


But the fiend backed out of the door as they 
do in novels—“‘ as if by magic ”’—and dodged 
around the corner as if his life depended upon 
his making a mile in three minutes. 

Ww. 





And it did! 








IS THIS TO BE TOLERATED ANY LONGER IN CIVILIZED SOCIETY? 
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' Cannot the steamboat companies be forced to furnish planks sufficiently strong to bear 





the weight of their passengers 
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“Give me your money, my man, 
and here's the deed of your Plot.” 
“Send for the Priest! Begor, Docther, if he doesn’t 
promise to bury me in Calvary, I won’t die at all.”’ 
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. “But we'll take our own ideas, 
whether we'll let you use it or not.” 


“‘Can’t we settle this amicably, brother? We're both only Middle 
Age Mummers, you know.” 
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WELCOME! 


tbo * 
WELCOME, Mark Twain, and welcome again! 
You have been, we’re informed, in gay Paree, _ x 


And what you did there we would 
(We don’t mean your works ang 
Does la Mabille hold sway and did there pray 


When he went—in the intapests of Virtue ? 
An impertinent question! I know you will say— 
For the world, dear Mark, I'd not hurt YOUs 


** No Mabille saw you!’ Well, perhaps that is true— 
You always were partial to quiet— ;, 

You have your share of “true inwardness,”’ too; 
Its effects have been bad, I’ll not try it; 

But ’tis rumored in town, and the tale will not down, 
That Childs, that famed bard of the dead, 

Has secured you to do the departed up brown, 
At twenty-five dollars per head. “ 


Now, Mark, is this‘so? There is naught that: I know 
"Bout this ; em that should irritate you. © 

Is Childs y played out? Is his fire so low? 
To Parnassus must he elevate you ? 

Will Ledger and tombstones henceforward show. 
How highly the poet did rate you? ‘ 

- : Leo C. EVANS. _ 

[N.B.—Mr. Twitchell is Mark Twain's favorite 

minister. ] 








STRAPPED. 


By Bert MeartT. 


= was a crowd that night at Tom- 





son’s “‘grocery.” Jim Spenser had struck 

luck again, and, as was usual with him, 
he was standing treat. Pretty near all Red 
Gulch was present at the “grocery” to drink 
to Jim’s luck, Jim was a talkative cuss at any 
time, but a little of Tomson’s whiskey seemed 
to oil his tongue, and to make that organ run 
at double speed. He was the centre of the 
group, and was running the conversation as a 
lone hand when a stranger to Red Gulch strag- 
gled into the “‘grocery.” 

The new comer was not an enchanting speci- 
men of humanity.. You couldn’t see much of 
his face; for an old battered hat, well pulled 
down, covered the upper part of it, and a long 
grizzly beard covered the lower part of it, His 
clothes were both dusty and ragged, and his 
shoes had reached the period in their existence 
when they should have been allowed to retire 
from active service. The stranger straggled 
slowly across the room towards a dark corner 
where a stray pork barrel stood. 

Meanwhile Jim Spenser was talking; in fact 
Jim was ing. 

“‘ Now look ’ee here,” said Jim, ‘‘you fellows 
don’t know luck. You ought to been down 
thar at Sandy Guleh, nigh on two year ago, 
Everybody struck Iuck/thar, all in a heap.” 

**Sho!” said a listener. 







_»“Derned ef taint so,” said Jim. ‘‘Me and 

my pardner struck it heavy. My pardner! 

— I ever had, boys, and} ’s gone.” 
“cc 


har?” asked a listener. vial 
“ Derned ef I know,” answered J 

came a gal down thar at the gulch, *Y 
the kind; all red and white in her face, and 
all red and white like in her clothes. My 
pardner went mad on her, Never saw a chap 
so took up with a gal in my life, One night 
he divided our pile inter haives, took his half, 
shook»hands with me, . 


and the gal took the stage that ran from Sandy 
Gulch to Frisco. Nigh on two year ago! Aint 
seen or heerd of him since.” 


Serer ey Seas vet ene aetinst 
the barrels, Jim, who felt that he was the host 
and that the duties of hospitality rested on the 
ulders, moved over to the new comer. 

¢ here, stranger, it’s my treat to 
il name your drink, an’, 






next mornin’, he . 


4 





ef you'll step out here, I'll tell the crowd you're 
” , | 


ta ‘ 

"The stranger stepped to the bar, and the 
bar-keeper promptly put a glass and the whis- 
key on the counter. There wasn’t a great 
variety of drinks made at Tomson’s, and the 
bar-keeper was generally safe when he handed 
out. whiskey. The stranger half-filled his glass, 
and Jim, turning to the crowd, remarked as 
he pointed his finger over his shoulder towards 
the newcomer, 

’ “Say, boys, friend of mine.” 

Then he turned and looked at the stranger, 
who had removed his hat. For a moment he 
seemed dazed, and then, as he leaned against 
the bar, he muttered “‘ Dern my eyes!” Then 
he moved to the stranger, and uttering the 
word, ‘‘Pardner!”’ held out his hand. The 


‘| stranger grasped Jim’s hand, and Jim muttered, 


‘Well, I swear!” For a moment they stood 
silent, then Jim spoke again: 

Here’s yer health, pardner.”’ 

They both drained their glasses, and Jim 
lookedmore particularly at his old time chum. 
The ragged clothes struck his cyes. 

«Strapped ?” he asked. 

stfanger nodded his head. 
bd! You! Pardner! Well, I swear!” 






murmured Jim, as if he could scarcely com- 
prehend the fact. 

Jim’s once-time partner nodded his head 
again. 

“Well, fill up, pardner,” said Jim. ‘Rum 
allers went slick down your throat. Now then, 
pardner, I looks to you.” 

He raised his glass towards his lips, but 
paused to say again in a surprised way, 

“‘Pardner! Strapped! You! Well, I swear)” 

After draining his glass, Jim placed it on 
the bar and turned to his old partner, 

‘Why, pard,” he said, “down thar at Sandy 
Gulch—an’ ’taint so far, forty mile as the bee 
flies—down thar—had lots of fun? You're 
right, pard. Had lots of fun, and lots of rocks, 
pard, good, solid cash.” 

He grasped his partner’s hand, and then 
solemnly remarked: 

‘* Pardon! Strapped! You! Dern my eyes!” 

Meanwhile Tomson’s barkeeper had again 
filled their glasses. 

“* Thar’s yer liquor, pard,” said Jim, ‘‘ Luck’s 
cussed hard. Whar’s yer pile? All gone? That 
gal did it, sure’s yer born.” 

The partner nodded his head. 

‘1 knew it, pardner. That gal was a losing 
card. I told you not to jine her, A heap too 
smart for you, old pal. I knew she’d clean you 
out, and then she’d skip. Dern it, what are 
youabout? Crying? For that gal? Well, I 
swear!” 

That move was quite too much fox Jim. He 
pushed the tumbler towards his partner’s hand, 
and watched his partner silently as that indivi- 
dual drained his glass. Then Jim, still keeping 
his eye on his partner, slowly emptied his own 
glass and placed it on the counter. Placing his 
hand on his partner’s shoulder, Jim spoke 
again. 

‘Come, pardner, jine the chaps. Galsallers 
go when the money ends, It’s their natur’, 
pardner. Liquor stays, pardner, There’s liquor, 
pardner, while you've friends, What's that? 
The gal, and yer money, and yer friends all 
gone? Sho, pardner! I’m here sure’s yer born, 
and thar’s liquor, pardner, and thar’s friends, 
Come, pardner, let’s jine the boys.” . . 

The crowd had moved towards the other 
side of the room, when they saw that Jim had 
met an acquaintance in the stranger. However 
their occupation of drinking Jim’s health had 
not flagged, for Jim’s instructions to Tomson’s 
barkeeper had been explicit; and if anyone 
left Tomson’s “grocery” that night sober, it 
would not be through any fault of Jim Spenser 
or Tomson’s barkeeper. 





Jim placed his arm within that of his former 
partner, and slowly moved towards the side 
of the room where the crowd had collected. 
He had moved but a step or two, however, 
when he suddenly halted, looked gravely over 
his partner’s person from head to foot, and, 
in a tone which showed as much astonishment 
as if he had at that moment heard the news for 
the first time, he solemnly remarked, 

‘An’ the gal’s gone, an’ the money? Well 
to think! Strapped! You! Pardner! Dern my 
eyes!” 

Having thus relieved himself, he moved over 
to the crowd. There he introduced his newly 
found chum to the boys, and Jim’s pardner 
once more had liquor and friends. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


Messrs. J. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, of 
Philadelphia, are about publishing a novel 
called ‘‘ The Earl of Mayfield.” The opening 
scenes are said to be laid in Louisiana during 
the early days of the Rebellion, When we 
have made his Lordship’s acquaintance we may 
possibly have something to say about the book. 

‘‘The Rougon-Macquart Family” is another 
of Zola’s realistic novels which these publishers 
have lately issued. The story is pathetic and 
tragic, and is well worth perusal. Mr. John 
Stirling is the translator. 








Answers Foy the Aurious. 


HASELTINE.—She is gone like a beautiful dream. 

Hi1rAM.—Equinoctial and cock-tail do not rhyme. 

- F. B. G., Chicago.—There is one place vacant on the 
next outgoing Arctic expedition. Now, don’t let any 
St. Louis man cut you out of it. 

S. S. BEASLEY.—The answers in this column are as 
solid as the inscription on a tombstone, and a glorious 
sight more firmly founded on the everlasting principles 
of truth and justice. 

ALKALINE ANN, Little Rock.—lt is all very well for 
you to say, Anna, that your muse is indigenous to the 
soil of Arkansas. From the style of her feet we feel 
ready to swear that she was grown in Chicago. 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE.—Your style is too 
florid, and needs chastening. And you are not up to the 
level of the times. Drop Erectheus and Bothwell, and 
sling yourself on local politics, Then cut your hair and 
come around and see us, 

CALIGULA.—We don’t care to commit ourselves on 
such a subject. If two and two make four, as you say 
they do, the probabilities are strong that three and three 
make six. But we are on the eve of a presidential cam- 
paign, and we don’t propose to bind ourselves down to 
any narrow, unelastic system of arithmetic until we know 
just where our candidate is going to come out. 

ALEX. S,—We decide the bet in your favor, Allow- 
ance should always be made, in playing fifteen-ball-pool, 
for necessary variation of style; but we think you are 
quite right in contending that your adversary had no 
business to use a sledge-hammer to drive his ball into 
the upper left-hand pocket, and that it was wholly out of 
order to work the white ivory with a garden-rake, 

CasPaR G. KRAUTH,—We thought you were dead, 
Caspar. We really believed that you were the man who 
drank three quarts of Hennessey on a bet. If it didn’t 
kill you, Mr, Krauth, it certainly was not fair to sit down 
so soon after it, and write us delirium tremens verses. 
You had better have devoted your time to drinking 
another three quarts, and making your calling and elec- 
tion sure. ; 

RAVENNA RAREY.—We know a spring poem when 
we see it: It is no use substituting November for May 
and “buckwheat” for ‘‘ daffodils.” - The reference to 
‘‘rosy-fingered Aurora” gives you dead away. Our 
crocus-fingered porter bore your verses away in the last 
waste-basket load, and they are now in the hands of the 
OIC man, and as dead as a circus-poster in a populous 
goat-district. ' 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

‘¢ From him remorse sleep and contentment steals, 

And gaunt Despair still follows on his heels.” 
== 
tery that moment—the moment that he 

had assured himself that his rival was 

dead—a complete change, revolution in- 
deed, came over Gascoyne’s whole being. A 
terrible calm, like the calm of despair, fell upon 
him. Every faculty suddenly became acutely, 
preternaturally sharpened; every sense intensi- 
fied and quickened. His resolutions were taken 
quickly, and put into execution promptly; and 
yet, withal, he was not master of himself. He 
moved as if in a dream; everything seemed 
strangely, terribly unreal. 

One idea alone possessed him now; to get 
away from IT; to put the ghastly thing as far 
behind him as possible, and endeavor, amid 
new scenes and in a new land, to forget that 
portion of his life which, even already, was be- 
ginning to look so strangely distant and re- 
mote, 

But there was no time to be lost. He could 
do no good by remaining where he was; all the 
efforts of all the doctors in the world could not 
bring life back to the dead. 

And then, again, came the terrible thought 
that with returning daylight discovery was in- 
evitable; and though, God knows, he was 
guiltless as a new-born babe, still the damning 
blood-stains were on his hands, and, innocent 
though he was, were burning into his very soul. 

The world, too; what would the cold, criti- 
cal, sceptical, suspicious world say? He shud- 
dered to think. There could be only one an- 
swer—“‘Guilty.”’ 

For a moment the thought utterly paralysed 
the unfortunate man, and with a groan he sank 
upon the rock and buried his face in his hands, 
But it was only fora moment. His powers of 
self-command, as we have already seen, were 
exceptionally great, and he recovered almost 
immediately. 

In his excitement, anguish and horror, he 
had quite forgotten the young girl; for even in 
thought now he shrank from calling her Mag- 
gie. Come what might she must be attended 
to. So, nerving himself for another desperate 
effort, he proceeded to climb the cliff. 

If the descent had been difficult, the ascent 
was almost worse, and again and again the dar- 
ing climber had to pause for breath; again and 
again, when his narrow hold on the rock was 
slipping from him, did he bury his teeth in the 
back of his hand and drag himself up with all 
the mad energy of despair. 

In the end, however, he conquered, and in 
an incredibly short space of time, though to 
him it seemed like ages, he reached the top, 
and, torn, bleeding, panting and exhausted, 
crawled over the fence. 

But Maggie was gone. In vain, with frantic 
haste and feverish eyes, he searched the place; 
she was not to be found, and he could only 
conclude that she had recovered from her faint 
and fled home. 








He did not dare to think what her feelings 
were; what she might do; what she would say. 
Would she reveal all, and lay the blame on 
him, accusing him of murder? Did she really 
believe that he had meant it, and would she 
say as much? 

To-morrow the body would inevitably be 
found; to-morrow the hideous story would be 
on everybody’s lips, and the entire country 
would be ringing with sensational accounts of 
what the newspapers would call ‘‘ Terrible Tra- 
gedy in High Life;” ‘‘ Cold-blooded Murder 
of a Young Highland Laird,” or some such 
harrowing caption. 

And then there would be all the loathsome 
details; the vulgar sensationalism ; the gross sur- 
mises; the innuendoes and suspicions; the mean 
insinuations and nauseous tittle-tattle and scan- 
dal of the crowd. 

His antecedents, too, would be raked up. 
What a godsend the story would prove to those 
gentlemen whose duty it is to supply an excite- 
ment—and scandal—loving public with news! 
How they would dilate on the fact that he was 
a Gascoyne—the son and heir of Sir Alexan- 
der, holder of one of the oldest and most re- 
spected baronetcies in England; and how, God 
help him, they would gloat over the details of 
his career at college, the reasons which had led 
him to change his name and accept a tutorship, 
and, worst of all, his relations with Miss Mac- 
donald, their engagement, and the terrible de- 
nouement which had usurped the place of orange 
blossoms and wedding-bells! 

The mere thought nearly drove him mad. 
He could not—dared not stay where he was and 
boldly face it, all secure in the consciousness 
of his own innocence. 

Innocent! How in the name of heaven could 
he ever get any person to believe it—much less 
thirteen intelligent, impartial jurors, and an 
acute and experienced judge? It was not to 
be dreamt of. 

There was nothing for it but flight, and there 
was not a moment to lose. The regular steamer 
for Oban and the South left some time about 
7 o’clock that morning, but long before that 
the body and his flight would, in all probability, 
be discovered, and the facts would be wired to 
Portree. Stay; if he remembered rightly, there 
was another boat—a small luggage screw- 
steamer, which plied between Glasgow and the 
western Highlands once a week. This surely 
was her day for leaving Portree; in which case 
she would leave that place very early in the 
morning. He could not say when; so much 
depended on the weather and the amount of 
cargo she had to discharge and take in at the 
various ports. But she might sail any time 
after midnight. Heavens! even while he was 
talking she might be steaming out of the har- 
bor on her way south. 

There was not an instant to be lost. He 
knew where the stables were, and, as John the 
gardener was popularly sup never to 
sleep, he would have little difficulty in rousing 
him up. 


Fortunately, he remembered that he had 
taken with him, in case of illness or other 
emergency, a bottle of rare, old whiskey—the 
purest Campbelton, with just a dash of Islay, 
to ‘take the edge off it, like,”’ as he had been 
told by Teacher, when buying it at one of that 
famous wine-merchant’s innumerable stores. 
For a glass John, he knew, would go to Dun- 
vegan almost; for a bottle he would go to— 
well, somewhere thereabout. He would also 
supplement the spirituous bribe with as substan- 
tial a pecuniary one as he could afford, and in 
this way procure his escort to Portree, and send 
him back in time to have the horses in the 
stable before their absence could be discov- 
ered. 

It takes a long time to tell all this, but Gas- 
coyne thought it all and formed his plans as 
with swift steps he made his way through the 
plantain and regained the house. 

The light still burned in Miss Macdonald’s 
room, but otherwise there was no sign of life. 
All was as still as death. As we have already 
said, the hall-door was seldom, if ever locked, 
but on this occasion it was wide open. Doubt- 
less Maggie, in her excitement, had forgotten 
to close it. 

As swiftly and noiselessly as he could he as- 
cended to his bedroom, and got his two port- 
manteaus. He then counted his money and 
found that he had in all £35 some odd shil- 
lings. Finally he scribbled the following note: 


“* My Dear Bob: 


“In all likelihood, by the time you get this 
you will have learned sufficient to enable you 
to understand why I have left so suddenly. I 
write this in great haste, and all because I 
would not have friends so old and true as your- 
self and Kenneth believe me to be unworthy of 
your friendship. Whatever you may hear to 
the contrary—no matter how convincing and 
damning may seem the evidence —I adjure both 
of you, and through you all my friends, to be- 
lieve me an innocent, though most unfortunate 
man. Asthere is a God above us, to whom we must 
all render an account, this is the truth. More 
I cannot say at present. My address I would 
give you, knowing I can trust you implicitly, 
but, as you may well believe, I don’t know 
where I shall go. Only this, that I must 
leave here and at once. If I dared, I would 
send my warmest love and sympathy to Mr. 
and Mrs. Macdonald and the rest, but at pre- 
sent they would resent it as the cruellest of in- 
sults. Remember me to the Count. When I 
am settled somewhere, if I am fortunate enough 
to escape, I shall write to you. Meanwhile, my 
dear old friend, good-bye. God only knows 
what I shall do next. Pray for me, Bob, and 
God bless you. 


‘* Your distracted friend, 
"A. C. Gascoyne,” 


Having enclosed thi§ note in an envelope, 
which he carefully dddressed amd sealed, he 
placed it in a conspicuous place on the desk, 
and takingsup his portmanteau and traveling- 
rugs, quiétly and quickly descended to the 
hall, and, after closing the door, passed out 
into the night. As he did so, he involuntarily 
looked up. The light still shone from Aer win- 
dow. As he looked a shadow crossed the blind, 
and, setting his teeth close together, he turned 
his back upon Gleninver House for ever, and, 
with swift but unsteady steps, stalked away into 
the darkness. 

In his excitement, he took the wrong path, 
and it was some time before he found the 
right one. By this mistake he lost fully half an 
hour, and by the time he reached the garden- 
er’s house it was close upon one o’clock. The 
steamer usually did not sail before two, or be- 
tween that and three, but she sometimes sailed 





earlier, and even now might have gone. Por- 
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tree was fully fifteen miles distant, the night 
was pitch dark, and he was a stranger to the 
road. 


While these thoughts were on through 
his excited brain, he had found the little win- 
dow of the room in which the ener slept. 
He tapped at it, at first, lightly, but getting no 

nse, then heavily. 

“Who's there?” a hoarse voice suddenly 
growled. 

“ Hish, John; it’s I—Campbell.” 

‘¢ An’ what the—but excuse me, Meester 4£r- 
chie, but a’m no right wakened yet,” responded 
the old man, for it was he. “ Is there onything 
wrang ?” 
_ * No,no, John. Don’t talk so loudly or you’ll 

waken the house. Dress yourself as quickly 
as you can, come quietly out, and I’ll explain. 
And—~stay—here’s something to waken you. 
I’ve no glass, but just put the bottle to your 
mouth, if you can do it in the dark.” 

‘“* That can I,” replied the old man eagerly, 
as he seized the bottle in his trembling hands 
and put it to his mouth. A brief silence fol- 
lowed, broken only by the soft gurgle of the 
inspiring fluid, as slowly and lovingly John 
sucked it down, and then—after a pull that 
drained it of nearly a quarter of its contents, and 
wiping his mouth with his right sleeve, came a 
long-drawn sigh of unspeakable relief and con- 
tent, and the words: 

“ Hech, Meester Airchie, but that be graun 
stuff!” 

“ Hurry up, then, if you want more; it’s a 
matter of life and death, I tell you.” 

“ Life and déath! life and death!’’ muttered 
the old man as he hurriedly drew on his coat, 
for, as was his custom, he had gone to bed in 
trowsers and shirt. ‘‘ Ye frichten me, man—I 
mean Meester Erchibauld. Savé us a’, what’s 
goin’ tae happen neist ?” 

Happily the children, for John was a wid- 
ower, slept too soundly to be awakened by any 
ordinary noise, so John was enabled to steal 
out unnoticed. 

“Take your lantern with you,” whispered 
Gascoyne. 

‘* Lantern! lantern, is it? And for”— 

“Do as you are told and ask no questions, 
There’s five pounds and a bottle of whiskey 
waiting you if you doso. It’s for Miss Maggie.” 

«Five pounds—bottle o’ whuskey— Mees 
Maggie! A’m going clean daft.” 

““Come away, will you? and don’t stand 
havering there. I tell you we must be at Por- 
tree in three-quarters of an,hour from this.” 

The old man lifted his hands in dismay, but 


me into Portree within the hour, I'll give you 
five more.” 
‘*A-weel, a-weel, a wilfu’ man maun hev his 
way, an’ if it’s a maeter o’ life an’ death, an’ 
it’s for Mees Maggie—no forgetting yersel’—” 
“Great heavens! man, stop talking. It’s 
after one o’clock now, and we must be at Por- 
tree by two.” 
‘* Weel, weel,” growled his incorrigible guide, 
as he carefully stowed away the bank-notes in 
the inside pocket of his vest, “‘ gie us anither 
half ’un frae the bottle, and I’ll ride tae Auld 
Nick.” 
‘* There it is, and, for God’s sake, be quick.” 
To take another long pull, to open the high- 
way gate, to mount his horse and cry, ‘A’ 
ready, sir,” as he struck good Bess’s sides with 
his heels, were the work of a moment, and John 
and Archie were galloping for dear life through 
the darkness and the rain. 


(To be continued.) 








NELLY GRANT's coffin, it appears, wasn’t 
loaded.— Phila, Kronikle-Herald. 

Tue Earl of Fife is dead. His death will not 
break up the royal brass-band.— J. O. Picayune. 
THE angels of the Sunday-schools are some- 
times the demons of the melon-patch.— Modern 
Argo. . 

LAWRENCE BARRETT is pronounced the best 
actor on the Denver Stage.— Mew Orleans 
Picayune. 

TALMAGE is on his way home, and the roar 
of the ocean is hushed in reverential silence.— 
Modern Argo. 

Otp Stewart’s soul lies a-mouldering in the 
grave, but his corpse goes marching on.— Cin- 
cinnati Sat. Night. 

Since they want a new design for the God- 
dess of Liberty, we nominate Sarah Bernhardt 
for the model.— Boston Post. 

REALLY, now, Mr. Stewart has enjoyed the 
most extended ‘‘wake” ever accorded a corpse 
in this country— ew Haven Register. 





Archie adroitly closed his mouth by handing 
him the bottle. again. He hardly needed to 
have done so, however. Sheer astonishment 
had rendered John speechless. 

‘“‘ Lead the way to the stables,” said Archie, 
following up his advantage, and his companion 
walked mechanically on. 

‘* Now saddle your two stoutest horses; Meg 
and Bess, perhaps, would be best. I'll saddle 
one; you take Bess.” 

Mechanically, as if in a stupor, John obeyed. 
When all was ready, Archie vaulted into his 
saddle. 

** Now, John, get up; lead the way with your 
lantern and gallop as if for life.’ 

Now, dearly as John loved the whiskey and 
Miss Maggie, who was his pet, and Archie him- 
self, who was also a favorite, and much as he 
wanted the money—and £5 seemed a veri- | 
table fortune —he shrank from going on so 
long and mysterious a ride on such a night. 
So, after a preliminary ‘‘hem,” and with his 
foot on the stirrup hesitatingly, he began to 
argue. 


** But, Meester Airchibald, just conseeder”— | 


“‘Conseeder! Confound it, man, I tell you 
it’s life or death. See; hold up the light here 
—there’s the £5 I promised, and if you get 


It seems that if circumstances can’t be toned 
up to the individual, the individual must be 
toned down to circumstances.— Rochester Ex. 
press. 

Ir is said that Mississippi has no national 
banks, but she partly makes up for it by a five- 
legged colt and a man who has murdered three 
wives.— Detroit Free Press. 

A New York chemist has a sponge eight feet 
in circumference. If it only had a cane and a 
stand-up collar, it would beat its way out West 
in no time.— Detroit Free Press. 

ALTHOUGH the tax was taken off tobacco, 
the cabbage crop is so short in some sections 
that we presume cigars won’t be any cheaper 
until next year.— Wheeling Leader. 

‘To the poor all things are poor,” said the 
grocer, as he weighed out a half-pound of his 
most robust butter, for a ragged little fellow 
with a ten-cent piece.—Mew Haven Register. 

Mr. KELLy’s opinion of the height, the 
depth, the length, the breadth and the fulness 
of that barrel would be an interesting piece of 
information about this time.—Syracuse Stan- 
dard. 

A Georgia young man asked his sweetheart 
whether she had ever read ‘“‘Romeo and Juliet.” 
She replied that she had read Romeo, but she 
did not think she had ever read Juliet.— Mew 
York Herald. 

Mrs. A. T. STEwarT has not entered the par- 
lors of the Grand Union Hotel, at Saratoga, 
since the great merchant’s death—__Zx. Nei- 
ther has Mr. Seligman. Or hardly neither.— 
Phila. Bulletin. 

In imitation of the famous chapter on Ice- 
land, we suggest for the new ecclesiastical en- 
cyclopedia: Chap. 1—On Religion in Sum- 
mer. There is no religion in summer.— Vew 
Haven Register. 

If STEWART was alive, he would never give 
$25,000 for his body, not after it was dead. 
This isn’t a very clear statement, but it is as 
clear as the news about the body’s whereabouts. 
—New Haven Register. 

Dip you ever know a barber to own up that 
he had cut you? They never do it; they 
simply go for a chunk of alum and casually re- 
mark: ‘* Well, guess I shaved that spot a trifle 
too close.”— Waterloo Observer. 

Mr. Murray is not the first preacher who 
has been in debt; but he is the first one on re- 
cord who ever had eighteen trotting stallions 
in his stables when the sheriff came around to 
make a seizure.—Vew Orleans Picayune. 


A MAN who isn’t sea-sick on a propeller in a 





Sittinc BuLt has been trying to establish a 
quarantine against Gen. Miles. He has an idea 
that Miles is unhealthy.—V. O. Picayune. 

THE climate of St. Louis is terrible. A wo- 
man fell through a skylight there recently and 
was instantly killed.— Mew Orleans Picayune. 

An editorial in the Rome Sentine/, headed, 
‘*A Lie Nailed,” reminds us that the melan- 
choly days are almost here.—JVorristown He- 
rald. : 

THE composer of “ Pinafore” is in Germany. 
Mr. Bismarck, ‘“‘ there is a tide in the affairs of 
men,” etc. Do you see your chance ?— Boston 
Post. 

WE notice with astonishment that none of 
our contemporaries have referred to the San 
Francisco picnic as a “terrible holocaust.”— 
MV. Y. Express. 

Bos INGERSOLL is trying to start a new party. 
There is a certain wicked old party who will 
start him some day if he doesn’t look out.— 
Cincinnati Sat. Night. 

Tue public are soon to be permitted to in- 
spect the interior of M. Bartholdi’s statue of 
liberty. She is to have a staircase terminating. 
in her back-hair.—V. Y. Comm. Advertiser. 





heavy sea could stand being barreled up and 
rolled up and down hill all day on the Fourth 
of July, to please people from the country.— 
Detroit Free Press. 


A apy in Cincinnati attempted to commit 
suicide because she could not master the Italian 
language. It does seem hard that the young 
ladies of America cannot be placed on an equal 
footing with organ-grinders.— Detroit Free 
Press. 


THE author whose productions are usually 
published through the waste-basket, generally 
writes upon tintéd paper; Pope, Shakspere, G. 
F, Train, and other great authors of the past, 
wrote on any scrap that came to hand.— 
Rochester Express. 


‘“‘A PRETTY style of hair-dressing for the 
morning,” says a fashionable journal, “is to 
wave all the hair.”” We agree with the above. 
In the morning it is not only a pretty but a 
useful fashion for women to snatch all their 
hair off the back of the chair, where it has re- 
posed during the night, and wave it around the 
room to chase out the flies.— Phila. Kronikle- 





Herald. 
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WHAT HE WANTED. 


As he walked into the grocery-store the clerk 
leaned over the counter and asked him what 
he wanted. 

“Do I look as though in need of any- 
thing ?” 

“‘T thought perhaps you wanted some pota- 
toes,” the clerk said, apologetically. 

“Ts there anything peculiar about my eyes, 
nose or teeth which seems to suggest a lack of 
potatoes on my part ?” 

‘*T don’t know that there is.” 

‘‘Can you construe the appearance of the 
lobe of my left ear into an admission that at 
the present moment I am out of wine-jelly and 
cucumbers? Can you infer from the disheveled 
state of my hair that my children are at home 
crying for soft crabs and tomatoes? Well, I 
didn’t suppose you could. I don’t want to buy 
anything; but I’ll be obliged to you if you'll 
lend me your coal-shovel for an hour or two ?” 

It was handed out to him.—/. Y. Star. 


PauL Boyton and Captain Webb are to 
have a swimming-match, and James Gordon 
Bennett has promised to give the winner $1,000. 
Two poor sewing-girls in New York, the other 
day, had a shirt-making match at twelve cents 
per shirt. The winner completed four shirts in 
sixteen hours, but we believe no one gave her 
$1,000.—Vorr. Herald. 

CHARLES DuDLEY WARNER has gone to the 
Adirondacks. Mr. Warner writes delightful 
back-wood sketches, and he enlarges to some 
extent in his fish stories. We have just one 
little warning for him—that he hadn’t better 
write a book about the Adirondacks, and he 
must never, never go into the buckboard busi- 
ness.— Buffalo Express. 

Over in Idaho is a town called Bad Egg. A 
loud name; but Dr. Landis, the comic trage- 
dian, says there are lots of bad egg towns in 

the United States. To which the Count Jo- 
hannes comments, ‘‘ Yes, I know; that is so.” 
— Norr, Herald. 


THE ENGLISH PEERAGE. 
ians we may state the ‘‘formula’’ thus: 
_ The eldest son of a peer of the mth grade 
ranks next below a peer of the #X1th grade, 
and next above a younger son of a peer of the 
n—ith grade, a duke being considered as of 
the first grade.— Washington Capital, 


Joaquin MILLER says: ‘“‘ If you were to take 
a newspaper in your hand and crumple it up, 
and then spread it out again, the creases in it 
might fairly represent the streets and lanes and 
alleys of London, so angular, so awkward and 
irregular is this, the greatest of all cities of the 
world.” If you were afterwards to turn it up- 
side down and read it backwards, it would 
fairly represent some of Joaquin’s poetry.— 
Philadelphia Bulletin. 


For mathematic- 
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«THE NEW JUDEA.” 
“THE PAPAL FARM.” 


‘Hints for the Jews,” 
“Several Ways of getting to 
Manhattan Beach.” 


To meet the demand for the 
above Cartoons, new Editions of 
“Puck” Nos. 123 and 125 have 
been published. Copies can be 








ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 

An excellent Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
the whole civiheed waa cures Dye Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or 
genuine manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Sons. 
—dJ. W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. City. 

POND’S EXTRACT owes its wonderful success to merit 
alone. It is now acknowledged as a standard remedy, and is 
largely used by physicians in their every-day practice. Not a day 
passes without the ‘‘ company” receiving some grateful acknow- 
ledgment particularly from persons cured of the following diseases: 
Sore Eyes, Bleeding from the Lungs, Stomach and Womb, Piles, 
blind and bleeding, Catarrh, Rheumatism, etc. Beware of imita- 
tions. Ask for Ponp’s Exrract—take no other. 








Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific a Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for? 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 


cheapest Bitters in existence. 
L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y- 








NOT ON THURSDAY. 

**T can’t go with you on Thursday, it’s my day for the chills,” 
a gentleman said to his friend while standing in front of the Times 
office the other day. If he had stepped into the first drug store 
he came to, and bought a 25 cent box of Thermaline, he would 
have been able to make an appointment for that or any other day. 
Chills cannot stand before Thermaline, the only 25 cent Ague 
remedy in the world.—Kansas Crry Times. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. Teo purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 4 


Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


S77 7 sdaress Pos CRERY. Augeste: Maing 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
tab SWEET.’ | Propes. CONEY ISLAND. 








Acrostic by the PoetLaureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 
Hail elastic strength and youth! 
Into naught our woes are vanished, 
Noise abroad the glorious truth! 
Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 
All the frightful, ghastly train, 
Like a routed army leave us, 
Youth regenerate lives again, 
Pain and grief no more afflict us, 
Troubles waver, disappear; 
Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 
Sold by druggists far and near. 
Chinkalyptus is put up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
6 pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family package of One 
zen. MaucGer & Perris, Wholesale Agents, New York. 





G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE, 


IMPORTATION 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B. Pottak, New York. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 








ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


Publisher of ‘“(DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 


Fine Bonbons unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality. 








NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 


VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 








Favors for the German of my own Importation, 


E. CREENFIELD. 








The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 





had from all Newsdealers. 


Manufactured by B. Pottak, New York. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 





Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THB 
ANY, New York. 
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CAPITAL A Halt Million Spanish Dollars. 
Prizes, amounting to £,850,000 Sranisu Dotcars. « 
Tickets, ay Halves, $50. Fourths, $25. Fifths, $20. 
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NICOLL, the Tailor, 


peony ti Bowery. 


PANTS to order .......2+2 sseee-- - $3.00 to $10.00 
IES 06.0 .ce. o orsbbdeccccoses sccss aie $12.00 to $40.00 
Sat: tisfaction Guaranteed. 


OLD&RELIABL 


TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. 

“ MILD ”—Rare Old Virginia. ‘‘ HALVES ’’—Rare Old 
Perique and aan New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tobaceos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. 
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Rochester, N. Y. 
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VANITY FAIR Flake Cut. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
Lone Cur. 





L. DE VENOGE, 
41 South William Street, New York. 


CGENERAL ACENT. 
Fer Sale by all the Principal Wine 
» Merchants and Grocers. 


PH. & WM. EBLING'S 


AURORA PARK 


ALE AND LAGER BEER BREWERY, 


St. Ann’s Avenue, Cor. 156th St., 
MORRISANIA, N. Y, 
Special Attention given to Bottling and Shipping Trade. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCEaIMiIT.y & =OoLEaweE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
Praag, ter, 158165 8. 50m 
si Gs Ave Av and’ mast 
We BIER” to equal Im- 
gers ER a a on 


“BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 
SoLD CHEAPER THAN WaseTEEN Bier. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N 3HL NI G3LHO0dWI 











SOPYRIGETED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN'S HATS 


174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


SANDITER, 


DIAMOND (==. 


6th Avenue Hoiel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 
* 5 
IsaacSmith's Umbrellas 
CINGHAM:, =~y size....$¢1 OO 
GUANAGO, patented... 2 00 
SILK; paragon frame 


The Famed 
“WEIGHTLESS”’.... 4 00 
aa Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near agth st. 


se cee eat 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. (802. 
BROKHAHMNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 
= —— P 














Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:30 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST. Ay ecg point ist. fog Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
a) | aw ferries. 

K PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Pa street 2 to Hoboken. 
a CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
bebe — yer street ferries, 

ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferr 
to ersey)@ity and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 
oint. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

pe ST. AND 8TH AVE. soTHST. AND i$ = 
ST. AND 9TH.AV. 81ST $7. ND oTH AV. D st. AND 
gTH AV. 1to4TH ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and gth av. 
alternately. 

Sunday Trains aa 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

ARE TEN CENT Ss, 
except between the ae of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fa re is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 





Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9.45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connectin 
“D. R. Martin’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M,. to 8.25 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘**Thomas Collyer’’ and ‘“‘Twilight’”’ leave North River 
From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 


with steamer 
.M., via Bay 





Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 
This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 
Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 
A very large stock of the most celebrated |S peed and Dia- 
mond Speer Razors, being Ham urg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 


CELEBRATED 
_FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 





FORIGENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, éc., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE want 

175,672 NEW and OLD Standard wou fa 

Every et gh me of Literature. Almost given 

away. talogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 

LEGCAT BROS. 

BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 








— st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 ’P, M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M.,@ 
and hourly to 6.55 PM. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.40 P.M 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and “5-1 _ DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, at 8:35, and 24th St. atg A. M. wy. 
Annex boat from ROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landin mR - 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NE 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and CRUD: 
SON. Passengers a at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west, Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


Fhotographer, 
1162 Broadway, 








. ae ae Institute Fair, New York. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


36S CANALST.,. NEW YORE, 





‘ CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 





<a DENTAL OFFICE 
Philippin 


© Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 


nani Avenues, N.Y. 
Late 389 Canat Street. 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For iculars address with s to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks 
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PIANOS. 


Superior to all others in Tone, Durability, 

‘ and Workmanship; have the endorsement 
of the Leading Artists, First Medal of Merit 

and Diploma of Honor at Centennial Ex- 

hibition. Reduced Prices. Cash or Time, 


Sohmer & Co., 149 E. 14th St, N. Y. 


! 





308 Broadway, 
m1 NEW YORK. 


PUBLISHER OF 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


ENLARGING OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


_ Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION, 


Agents ‘wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 
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BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE FROM. QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL AT 


202 BOWERY 





: TOP OF SICN. 
BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 
KEEP’S SHIRTS 


ARE THE VERY BEST. 


Made from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. The 
very best. 

EEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6, 
Only plain seams to finish. 

KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 

NIGHT SHIRTS, all mayies, extra long, $1 each. 

BOYS’ COMPLETE SHIRTS, $: each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole of half sleeves, 60c, each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell Jean Drawers, soc. each, 

KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, $1 each; 
50 per cent stronger than any other Umbrellas, Regina and Twilled 
Silks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 

HEEP’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the very best, plain or embroidered, $1 a pair, 
HANDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, Ee. 

All goods warranted, Samples and circulars mailed free, We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No, 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


STORES: 


: 637 Broadway 
Nos, { 1299 Broadway } New York, 


RUINART sctasiienea 17200 AMP AGNES, 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality. 

Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 

Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 


DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO. 
16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents for the United States. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINES JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 








No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn. 








porcelain 


1, 2, 3, 





” 


THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 


base; porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 


on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover, 


IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 


PRICE. | SIZE. * PRICE. 
sp dithh Co dist boscckes $5.00 8 Cups ...d80.s sks o.. sesice BOO 
Shcahpocat Breede cep 5.75 30 © cape bee sends cement ame 
Mb octedetivdsdecces 6.75 wee etre. eee, 
bee ccecccopeccescvcce 8.75 





EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 


Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerator: 


12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City, 





FRASH & CO. 


10 Barclay St, New York. 


CHAMPAGNE. 


“Continental” Brand, 





** cocktails, 100 bottles.... ....... 
A suitable discount to the trade. 


TEN CENTS A GLASS. 


Champagne Pavillion at Coney Island, 
opposite New Iron Pier and adjoining 
West Brighton Beach Hotel. 

Also Cal. Hock, Claret, Angelica, Sherry 
and Brandy. 


TRUNK & UNGER, 


No. Pol gens FuACR, 
Ayala-Chateau d Ay 
CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUNUE.MATORAL, MINER A QT” 

ordeaux, Clarets. 


L. Tampier & Co., B 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs,; 
etc., etc. 








FBASH & CO. 























PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshfibler, ie yg Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kiss nm, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 


DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 


Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 


GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines, 
TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


PH. SCHERER & CO. 





Bottler’s of Rincier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo andj 


THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





The. J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 

NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues 
of our own manafacture and im portation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
CHICAGO, 


. Lours. 
NEW YORK. 














8 College Place, near Barclay St.. N.Y. | 





» x wey 7 
oO a 
¥ 

















ee 





all 


- " Asay 
Tate he 2? 
ae SES 7 
eh > 


4 Je 
bs 
u 





“ LI ADEE 


Ga eer 


way agin the bloody, lecherous sous of high Hamon, MistHek Kearvay:—“ Aisy, aisy, gintlemin! If a man 


of lynched for using bad language, where would / be?” 


get it!” 


- 








yt 
bona 
ell 





IN D 





VOLUME V. OF PUGK: 








| EDITORIALS. | 3 _— 

















PRPOOS PCC fo. sed gign cece Vee ocd nae I 
Page 95 
A Devilish Fishy Way.... ..........2..--0 000s 19 | Receiversiep Abwaes ooo oo oa dis cn o apes vais 0 bes 275 
a Ne 340 | |, Religious Colonization .. ........cUiseccwccceces 291 
A Great Advertising Dodge..... .............. 387 | Royalty Throws up the Sponge.............. oe 8 
Alone in the Sieh. .................... ato | ROylty «222.602. cee eee teen neat eee cere eeees 18 
A. New Departure ...<:... 2. c555.: Rees 5. Tae woes 388 Roscoe to the RESCUC.. 0... 002 severe es eae? 3 
ee a i ne Aaa 25 | Samuel and Cyrus ...........sseeeee sereeeess 386 
oO a: Se 182 | Sat Upon. save sese cee teeeceereneeees aoe 
ait oe 339 Soothing Em to Slumbers Sweet ......... ....-. 404 
. pint MT I eR Jor p Stork" ing forthe Presidency 020 00..02...0210 163 
L Sirobiclyss Weeeiepe Po she. sos oles Ecsta gees 182 | The Champion Clubbist ........+.00+ ses teeee- 38 
ee 51 The Coaching-Club Parade .......... +++ sees. _ 
COUN SCONE oo 5 aig 0 ins 50's sia rn chad 146 The Democratic Ass . . arcs ssn: ses 6% »* Snes pet 
Canada Happily Put Out of Her Misery.......... 243 ta seer geen tages bees seer ose seccemmey> SI 
SRT Si CR as ly, coe Bf eat DOUN FiGhas COME TR BLOOMER, fins + 0-- ---- 7 
Chaplain Beecher in Montreal ........... ...... 162 | The Dook of Argyle ... aces ++ ocmeey °° *° so+ 208 
Cias: BeteGee RONG sr iin vs. ogee ecckn tee 195 The Geese “4 Save “Rome” Again. ......... a 5° 
Common Sense for the S. P.C.C......¢........ 135 The Great North Polo Match .......s.,.+-+++--: 306 
Corbin’s,Boomerang ............ cesses ws 322 The Irish Ww ee Poms | Se 131 
Crockeunes tn CObPaey.. oii. 5..0- 00% cctbiepes sess 403 The Last Napoleon... ... pee? shea y ker er: “ae _ 
Detredonah Meecetion .... ..... ...... 179 The Lesson of the Blair Business moves eeaces seves 279 
Dixthe Datiag*...........- jG. 00s 6s nue nie ee ere of web ak oung Business ........... ~ | 
EE hb ee Ea eee S ere © “Moderation” Society........+++++++++.+4 +. ITS 
Dr. Huil aie s «tei Adis wicks 608s 'eon bee 'gx seen abo The Municipal Menagerie ......+. ...+..+4.. 179 | 
RG co Rc Sacs - haccacedans 244 The New Consti-too- TOD oes ceeeceee cee eceeer ce 210 
Expensive Blowing ....0 2.0 ccsccesss cavbeccsss 114 The New Exodus ..7.. 1... .sseeeseesseeeseeees 82 
SE OU OME 5. 5o oss 5350s wSanenssas sh pceewie 98 The Ohio Governorship..............++eee+0+5. 337 
{ eae Feminine.Literature....... ~ ooo pores mts nsirtert 182 | The Only Mourner .. .. 293 
\ Firemen and Fire- Water 35:6 66c2/cc dss ccvccudbees 183 bas ee of the Butler Campaign in Massacha- 
Fix Bayonets..... iat ieee ome ... 1B SD. 6 eSivk 409.0 cao wis babs WES Sw we So are’ 354 
For Dele. His Duty . » an'sde 1ettbiens aie a. ne $3 The Political Teetotum of California bape hon) iy HE. 403 
Fresy Bet Not Easy... ..52.i vavved pokes deve, 323 i ag ae scarier "0 ggggme hateneetdy ™ 
Hees MasOty «2... «iw sp o-deikgaddesoun nome dn. Qaner yp Dee ciggs ahh 3 
French Plate sss 0 os chstltensconcce, ge | Zee Sty. Nimth and Canada .600000.0 00 TIT 234 
Fresh Fields and Pastures New ...........eeeee. 163 The Southern Cock . A! SS § dale Mala tae ch SS Sa hal 54 
Pelton Market .....0cs osc esd cnecs vane esses 226 | The Sun and Mayor Cooper... ...........+++0+. 354 
ieed Ghat... a anes 247 U.S. Takes the Stuffing out of J. B........5...... 322 
Has Capital any Rights? ............. ...-.2.. 355 | Vanderbilt versus Decency .............2+.. 4.5. se 
Highly imguwMhs.......0h00 cece ccbee 99 V ictoria’s Manners Sd Se paieew s,s. 08s os os0e ans 67 
How Our Criminals Are Not Kept .............. 211 We Won't eestor? os, #28 - 358 tress eeeceevecesece 52 
Ho@ Se ee SR es) hh nwdrdeeds deed 34 When Lovely Woman. ..............-2.4 200005 5! 
How to Prevent the Walking Mania ........ 0065. 23 
ee. ae AREY: SERPIE  o oar nS ar Ce 130 
Inconsistent Christianity ..................0000. 179 
In Memory'of Asa Packer ...... 0.2000. “seces 195 
International Racing St; 46:6490 Ss 0008.tdeevanic>s MRE CARTOONS. 
a ois. vin indwbecescospaiasess tie 
Jose GUE FE... os. Kaw Wiviceevs Sheds ow es 154 | A Devilish ‘‘ Fishy” Way of Smoothing Over a 
PD ose vupey aoc cGbe sess So tece vensa ye sbks 194 Ce a Ae -24—25 
| Justice to the Police ............. see seeeeeeees 314 | At Last, Conkling Does Make the Greatest. Effort of 
Killing No Marder... 0... .0ssiis ees cece sccccees 66 Rete LNG i as 3 ap) ws wads PR ans oa Tet ae 369 
King or Clown—- Which? we si, eclv es coon soweewes 358 | A Little Common Sense for the Society for the Pre- 
, Let Papa Cooper Show His Hand............... 163 vention of Cruelty to Children... ............. 144 
id wummamedttrn: Tie ETL 147 | Another American Athletic Triumph in England..248-249 
Like Rmsaramce GRE ines a's oo 50:0 sew opie de obese 3 | A Pinaforic Suggestion...... ..............-- 40—41 
LD08C 220. ace asecessccces cece vecceesicecovi 51 | A Suggestion for the Next St. Paddy’s Day Parade. 32 
PUNONMINFEE DS. 6085, 's 35s vuln cabelas teens 324 A Sommer Fancy... ens 6 ws: cece. oe 280—281 
Mr. Bryce on Sport Pe Se pe pee ee 119 | Beecher and his Regiment in Canada. ... ...168—169 
Mr. Conkling Makes the Greatest Effort of His Life 371 | California’s New Constitution. .................. 145 
mlongam the Mattye os. oss vic enbe cove ssee cond 68 | Canada Happily put out of her Misery ........... 241 
Mr. Governor Lorne Once More .........+++.4-- 135 | Captain Williams and his Patent Safety ‘Sword of 
Mr. Lieut.-Colonel Littleton Retires.. .......... 298 SRUICNE nev dG sos viceviny vivie0e she 0 Mae 97 
Mr. Lorne and the Canadians .................. Se RE, 5 0-0 OE Feb oe seh eae oun Coded eS 8 96 
Mr. Sherman's Behoctions 4. ie sesscaveSebes 339 | Expensive Blowing in Congress........ ab.cs eeate’ 128 
Mrs. Victoria’s canary’ MELEE ee 44—Our Lottery System..............4+.- 400 
: Next Paddy Raw PEE So. Vaicees a oeteneceta 19 | French Flats in New York............. 352 
K One View ee OS se shévietee cs 183 | Has Capital any Rights which Labor is Bound to 
Onward is the Course of Vanderbilt .............. 275 ROR? os cis. Sa haaie dass ius baeere 360—361 
Our Chameleon Contemporary..............00+- 370 | Heroic Treatment to Cure the Walking Mania.... 17 
a oe yn he, REE, SEIT CD Be tee 2 1 Rie Oat He FONE. on. occ cad canto cv ys 328—329 
a Our Intelligent Jury System... ..00............ 259 | History Repeats Itself... sis... 2 vie cece cee eee 64 
ge TS Ome Rate Tes... os sce s ck tdetn nda 306 | How our Criminals are Not Kept............ 216—217 
L Ont ROY Dias. 6s 5. ohhh nowabanatens 387 | How the United States are ‘‘United” on Decoration- 
Our ThoroughWans, 06.05 onc couse cooeucse 83 LOOP vin 6's Pumice é o3 tea RES S ened 183—184 
Paragrapher and Public... ..................... 84 | How the Widow Oliver _— Have Staggered Him 33 
Princess Louise's Salmom,............... ...... SOG | Tear tI Te sei na Gyle 6 se od ee ecb aee 113 
, Puck's ae to Mr. Nast... ..% . +e. ..- 194 | Inconsistent-Christianity............... ee 
"heel s Picnic... . cempe. ee aye a Poe 338 | In Memory of Asa Packer ........... 0... c0005- 193 














Page 
Is the New Fulton Market to be a Job............ 225 
King or Clown; Which? 2.1... ce eee eee eee ee 368 
Justice to the Police ...... 2.6... .e sage ceeereees 320 
Let Papa Cooper.Snow his Hand. civic dee ¢ ty BOR 
Licensed MUr@irs. . 0 is... . 3 ithe. so tie eee o Be 72—73 
Life Insurance Bubbles. ......0..-...+2e+ 000+: 8—9 
London’s Latest Lunacy _. yd a 
Mr. Sherman Makes Some Personal Reflections . . - 337 
Ohios Big Presidential Stock. ...3....+....++.. 256 
Opening of the Butler Campaign in Massachusetts... 353 
Oust Pree Bates.) .<.>... 220+ cebadiiahe ssccel Pasa, SOE 
Our Intelligent Jury System...............4: 264—265 
Ou? atest SIGTO oo os . . 000s vivian cca Uae ES 305 
Guat Dovbarhteres « .. nities. syosiscaebe sos os 88—89 
Painful Reflections of the Waiting Statesman,..... 209 
Private Monopoly of Public Seats........° 2... 2.2. 384 
Puck’s Little Suggestions fo the Royal Targets. of 
ee See Satyr 112 
PUCK UMUUNG 6 tte ae oe 0k wn en eae 344—345 
Puck sends his Complimentsto Mr. Nast Once More. 2038 
Parcell’s Pence feiss 6:s:t2's sis p> Vas + Ose 200-201 
Recetvership . i245...Bp-<s:0).0ic 2 + ah. bos 0-00 5 ep ae 287 
| Sat Upon... . iin oss ei all «se 289 
| Soothing ’Em to Sweet and Happy Slumbers. ,. ... 401 
Spisitualism . a5. as Ss oe so in ee 152—153 
‘¢ Storking ” for the Presidenty......./........... 176 
That Democratic Ass. . vids. Mies.<'s 0s Saseeliee 224 
The Candidates and their Friends............ 104—105 
The Chinese: Question would be Settled if the Chinee, 
Chinee would Votee! Voteé!! Votee!!!,...... , oa 
The Court of His Honor the Devil............... 65 
The Craze for Religious Colonization... .... . .296—-297 
The Crookedness of Calvary Cemetery........ 408—409 
The Democrats and their Elephant.,............. 12 
The Elevated Railway's Opposition to € lerical In- 
ee ee ee ON ae —_— 
The Greatest International Match................ 324, 
The Great Polo Match’... Wise sus... 312—313 
The Irish Idea of Christian Burial........... 136—137 
The Moderate Drinker’s Movement.......... 12°: —121 
The Mummery of Masonry.................. 376—377 
The. Municipal Menagerie...... .............+4 177 
The New Exodus. 5 ene. aie dd ee 
The Old and New World Sunday sb duis ak eae 232—233 
The Popular American Life-Insurance Autopsy..., 160 
yo i 8 Seer 273 
The Silly Congressional Ostrich. ................ I 
pe fe. err Tee 49 
The Story of a Great Advertising Dodge. ..... “Tt 
The ‘‘Teetotum” Leader of California............ 
FO TOE, CR ooo 5 ik 0 ows ysis Ue Re “a 
Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Tramp is Coming.,... 8c 
EG i >. are ire 257 
When Lovely Woman Stoops to Lobby......... 56—57 _ 
ya he Go 1h the Traees. : .. 25. 6 0°53 ss 60 cee 385 
Your Money or Your Life.............. .cmsecwsies 240 


ILLUSTRATED SERIES. 


A Cool Gemarmtion «os i... sk liaie oes Se cnet Oe 21 
He Would Go to the Country................-.. 325 
High Art in Washington. ................ .424.: Iol 
Johnny’s Little SON os, we 30s SMR nae owe ee 5 341 
Lulu Goes to Fight the Zulu... 2.00... ......... 85 
Our American Dramatic College ................ 181 
Powder and Patriotism... ..........5...:.20.5-: 309 
The German Waiter in his Struggles with the Pro- 
nunciation of the English Th .......... sss.» 229 
Tite Manly Ags. ociis b3 sedis CIC Ree yey 147 
The Mosquito’s Vengeance.............20005+2+ 133 
Dien Field TR i os ecu c ss onesn cer ees 165 
The Rise of the Fiat 35) 66 oi os ae 
The Young Woman with Two Lovers ard a Hoxse- 
COUN GE ss. 55 vgtase.y sip abe 6s Se Os woes Sa 213 
Troddledums, the Simiafi,.......... 357» 373» 389, 405 
Why Bawrore Or iii ee een vee 245 





ee. a New a 
Th Editor of the Period 


A Sound Suggestion to the Czar”? 1% 
At Rockaway.. 


ee wt were re re me awe 


- College Discipline , 
Conversation and 


Edison’s Rival Tri riumphant, 
Feeding the Birds... ies 
Genus Roach 


apes to Famous Poe 
i te 's Wood ocak. os SOE. . xs mews. --- 359 


his to a Flay oie ‘in Civilized So- 


pa is Left to Take Care "of Baby 
emma in its Second Childhood 


Two Interests 
of the 13th from Canada 
b to the Merctiry 


Education of the & Finest. ES 358 
The in Hoboken» 263 
The Late Walking-Match Gilmore’s Garden . 58 
The Logic of the Uneducated 
The New Rule of the’'Read .,......... Se 
‘The Power of Fancy,.-)......... oe re 
The 17th of . ++ 
The S. P. C. A: ‘at Central Park . 
_ The Summer Season 


397 


People 
*_* What It Will ca 
Why r? 


POEMS. 


A Broken Fan—Arthur ia aa 


A Little While—Zrratic Enrique . 

A Logical Conclusion—Z,. D. K 

An Epigram 

Anode— WW. F. Lampton 

An Ode to the Mpon 

A Non-Explosive Idyll—Buck Lemon 

An Open Letter from the Hon. John Kelly to Mr. 
Samuel J. Tilden—J/. ¥. Donovan 

A “Picture Poem”—Ainnie May 

A Poetical Grievance— ohn Fraser 54 

A Popular Poem and a Variation Thereon—Sivad 86 

Arcadian er 

A Simple Game \ 

Beware—Eprratic Enrique 

Church- Curran Evans 

Dundreary 6n the Four-in-Hand 


EDITORIAL: © 


seg (ais) ate 
** Mon fils, e fils *_Fohn Fraser... 
us.. 
Spring (illus.)........ is TO Se 
The Bartholdi Statue of Liberty (illus. Rebis.s obs 
The Reception of Ulysses 
Eheu, Fugaces!—Arthur i eienads os + ¢ 
Erreur de —H. D 


Sys Page 
DEF a taberene em. 250 





1 ies 
er-Book Popping 
i and 


puis 
Fames RK. Caimpbell 
—D, Ike Dexter 


yR etiten dtens I. Clarke 


Socata and Charles (illus.)............... 261 


6—1 —18—A 
S , etc. +H. C. Dodge... 
Some Funny Verses—-Yohn Fraser 


4] Song of the Impecunious—Zrratic Enrique... 
3 | Strategy—/rank LeClar ke 


That Tramp—Arthur Lot 

‘The Clergy and the Sufiday Trains 

The Difference— Hudert H. Duvar 

The Girl who Bangeth her Hair— Graph 

The Hose (illus.)—Zatin 

The Lover’s Tale -(allus.) 

The Mississippi Miracle (illus.)—/rwin Rxssell.. . . 
The Newe®N: ectar-—— Fohnsonius 

The New, n—M. F. Donovan..... 

The Old @nd the New— Fod Case 

The Poet—Malcolm Douglas 

The Retarn from the Lodge—Stanley 

The Summer Plaint of the Editor—J/. /. Donovan. 292 
The Tramp (illus.)—dsaac R. Pennypacker 

The UnseasonablePoem—Leo C. Evans 

To an Elevator+-Zdax Rerum 


Triolets—R. K. Munkittrick 

Two and Two are Six £arl | S| os 
Welcgme—Zeo C. Evans. 

<2—Fohn Fraser 


COMMUNICATIONS. 


A Copp-ital Suggestion—A. C. Murphy 

April Asininity.—Maine-iac 

A Letter from a Sweet Girl—Henrietta Kators . 

A New Watering Place— Gotem 

A Pictorial Punster .—Maine-iac 

An Unlicensed Poet—Herdie 

A Sad Case—V. E, D 

A Summer Pilgrimage—Arthur Lot 

Awaits Confirmation— 73th Veteran 

Confidential— Curran Evans 

Damme,,IJt’s Too Bad—Lem. E. C....... 2.2205. 

Fes tne? Muggins 

Go the Highlands 

Is He Insane?— Theophilus Smith. . 

New Discoveries-- Columbus Goldsmith. 

News from the Court of Canada - Henry Kators.. 

Our Special Correspondent—JZ, W. B......... 

Puck to Mayor Cooper 

The Astor Library---Zgdert Deadeye 

The Herald's *‘ Paddle” and the ‘ Paddle” of 
Sing Sing—Richard Turpin 

The New Watering Place--Gofem............ 

Twenty Minutes in the White Mountains (illus. )— 
Ephraim Muggins 

Two Communications and Answers thereto. . 

We Tremble —/ A. £.. 

Who Unabridged Webster ?—Lem E. C........ ‘ 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


A Hero and a Martyr 

A Historical Freeze-out 

A His-try-on(hic) sisaz so eatery) 
A ow Rotifer. . 


Anawers to Poetical Queries— Fay Gilbert 
Another Americdh Athletic Victory in London..... 
A Poet—and no Mistake—Arthur Penn 

A Railroad on Broadway 

Archbishop Purcell to Resume Business 

A Refugee from Memphis. . 

A Rejected Advertisement 

Balbula on Modern Infidelity... 

Bangoriad — Ocdippus A. 

Capt. McGregor takes a Russian Bath (illus.)...... 
Circular Letter—Hookey Walker 

cae or Hash-millers?® 

Corkonian Persiflage~- 

0 fg Lessons in Magic— 





. 
‘ 


e 4 


eeeveee LAC Cree 


sil F NOV 2 3 io? 


-PucK’s EXCHANGES 





Fiat Justitia, Ruat Jury-man......... a 
Fiat Wisdom —Z/is M. Clark 
Forty-one Poor Unfortunates— Z. S. Z 


Horrible Duel!— Curran Evans. oe 
How.a Mastodon’s Tooth was Made to Fit a ‘Human 
Jaw.— Fay Gilbert 

Infant Precocity 
International Amenities— Beaconsfield 
Interview—Zeo Curran Evans 
Just What'We Want 
i. apes Kiddle—C. C.'S. 

réme des Chroniques—C. Zvans.250, 292, a 
La Grande Pringesse 533 Canada Sa? 324 
L’Assgmmoir...72. 6 2... 


Opinions of the Press 

Phelan, the Phonetic 

Resemblances 

Smiley’s Investment - Maurice W. Benjamin 
Speech of Roderick Larkin, Esq 

Spiritual Communications—Zeo Curran Evans.. 
Sweet Charity 

The Bugile’s New Office.—X. 

The Cathedral 

The Conversational Blacksmith. 

The Gas-burner Fiend— W 

The Languageous South 

The Last of the C. B’s 


ThevMagnetic Young Man-W................. 295 
The Man with the Gig-Lamps 

| Theories of the Seymour Murder 

Phe Phrenolo ical Peripatetic 

The Ruling ion... 

Those Naughty Boys 

Ttamp, Tramp, Tramp, the Tramp is coming, 
Triflese—@Z -. Donovan 

What Didnt Happen Last Week—ZLeo€. Evans... 


CONDENSED NOVELS. 


eT aa dS cna? SOT EE eee I5I—I54 

Nip-and-Tuck Dan; or, Life among the Highly and 
Lowly 

The Lady of the Rooster-Coop—-Arthur Lot 

To the North Pole 


3 
355 


NOVELS. 


Red, Yellow and Green II, 27, 28 
Blood and Thunder 43, 44, 59, 75, 76, 91, 92. 
Archie Gascoyne— Fohn Fraser 
122, 123, 138, 139. 155, 156,171, 172, 187 188, 
203, 204, 219, 220, 235, 236, 251, 252, 267, 268, 
282, 283, 299, 300, 315, 316, 331, 332, 347, 348, 
363, 364, 379, 380, 395, 390, 411, 412, 


SPECIAL DEPARTMENTS. 


AMUSEMENTS 
26, 42, 58, 74; 90, 103, 119, 135, 154, 170, 186, 
202, 218, 234, 266, 279, 298, 330, 362. 

ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS ...............-e% 7 
26, 42, 58, 90, 103, 119, 135, 154, 170, 186, 202, 
218, 234, 250, 266, 279, 298, 314, 330, 346, 362, 
378, 394, 410. 

FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. . 

19, 38, 53, 70, 86, Lol, 118, 132, 150, 166, 180, 
196, 214, 234, 246, 262, 275, 292, 307, 323, 
342, 355, 372, 394, 403. 

LITERARY NOTES 
199, 250, 330, 346, 362, 410. 

Puck’s EssENTIAL OIL OF CONGRESS 


186 


99 
12 
13, 28, 29, 44, 45, 61, 76, 77, 92, 93, 108, 109, 
124, 125, 140, 141, 156, 157, 172, 173, 188, 
189, 204, 220, 221, 236, 252, 268, 269, 284, 
285, 300, 301, 316, 317, 332, 333» 348, 349, 

364, 365, 380, 381, 396, 397, 412, 413. 
Puck’s HisToRY OF OIRELAND 

23, 55, 262, 278, 309, 340, 356, 388. 
Puck's PANTHEON— 

Senator T. C. 

Ben Deadeye .” 

Burnside the caeaital 

Conkling, the Curled i So Gitsar.”. 
Zach Chandler 
RHYMES OF THE DAY 

42, 71, 83, 133, 163, 2595 279, dis 
Wuat GOETH ON AT PRESENT.... 








